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Sir J. Aye, the richest heiress in England. Can 
you doubt it? Are you not his nearest relation f 
Niece by your poor mother, his own sister. I feel 
that I may trust you with a secret. You see this 
fine house—our fine servants—our fine plate—our 
‘fine dinners: every one thinks Sir John Vesey a 
rich man. 

Geo. And are you not, papa? 

Sir J. Not a bit of it—all humbug, child—all 


CABT OF CHARACTERS. 


Crimson,a Portrait Painter 
Patent, a Coachmaker...... 
Frantz, @ Tailor 
| Tabouret. an Upholsterer.. 
(rab, a Publixher...... 2.6. 


are usually omitted. 


Clara Douglar..ccccseccees Mrs. Charles Kean. 
Lady Frankline.cc ceccees Mra. Glover. \ Vernon. 
GUF TAN cece cence coe sonees “ Abbott. 


Oficer, Club Members, Flat, Green, dc., Waiters Serrants. 


Exits AND ENTRANCES.—R. means Richt: L. Left; BR. D. Right Door, 
D. Len Door; 8. B. Second Entrance; U. E. Upper Entrance; M. D. Middle 
Door, RELATIVE Positions.—K. means Risht; OL, Lent, ¢. Centre; BR. C. 
Richt Centre; L. C. Left Contre, &c. The reador is supposed to be on the 
Stave, facing the audience. 


In the representation, the passages | 
in which these characters al 


Haymarket, 1840. Park, 1845. humbug, upon my soul; there are two rules in . 
AMEE AAA Sar eee aa Mr. Macrendy, Mr. Charles Kean. life—first, men are valued not for what they are, 
Lord Glosamore...ssccssee Vining. “Bland. but what they seem to be. Secondly, if you have 
Rie Prcdenes Blount....... se paey és Rev en no merit or money of your Habe bite must trade 
HOU Cc tead's oon es bee re et ay COR, * G. Andrews. 
UMC dca dewe seu swans oe © Webster. ‘Fisher. | on the merits and money of other people. My 
| Captain Dudley Smooth... “ Wreuch. “Roberts. father got the title by services in the army, and , 
UA ar Ota a a died penniless. On the strength of his services I | 
| Sir John's Servant.......0. “ Knight. got a pension of four hundred pounds a year—on | 
Toke. vag toes: eeaaieae the strength of four hundred | eae a year I took | 
Font sad ses Mees. credit for eight hundred pounds; on the strength of | 


eight hundred pounds ayear I married your mother 
with ten thousand pounds; on the strength of ten 
thousand pounds I took credit for forty thousand 


‘pounds, and paid Dickey Gossip three guineas a 


week to go about everywhere calling me “ Stingy 
Jack.” 

Geo. Ha! ha! A disagreeable nickname. 

Sir J. But a valuable reputation. When a man 


is called stingy, it is as much as calling him rich; 


and when a man’s called rich, why, he’s a man 
‘universally respected. On the strength of my re- 
spectability I wheeled a constituency, changed my 
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politics, resigned my seat to a minister, who, to 

&@ man of such stake in the country, could offer 
nothing less in return than a patent office of 
two thousand pounds a year. That’s the way to 
succeed in life. Humbug, my dear !—all humbug, 
upon my soul! 

Geo. I must say that you— 

Sir J. Know the world? To be sure. Now, for 
vour fortune, as J spend all that I have, I can 
have nothing to leave you; yet, even without 
counting your uncle,,you have always passed for 
an heiress, on the credit of your expectations from 
he makes her a saint! | the savings of “Stingy Jack.” The same with 

Geo. Well, as since her death ? your education. 

Sir J. (reading. ] ‘I have been living in cham- make a show—never stuffed your head with his- 
bers, where I cannot so well invite ladies, you will tories and homilies; but you draw, you sing, you 
allow me to bring Mr. Sharp, the lawyer, to read dance, you walk well into a room; and that’s the 
the will of the late Mr. Mordaunt (to which I am _ way young ladies are educated now-a-days, in or- 
| appointed executor), at your house—your daugh- der to become a pride to their parents and a bless- 
| ter being the nearest relation. I shall be with you ing to their husband—that is, when they have 
‘at two precisely. HENRY GRAVES.” = caught him. Apropos of a husband: you know we 

Geo. And you really feel sure that poor Mr. thought of Sir Frederick Blount. 

Mordaunt has made me his heiress ? Geo. Ah, papa, he is charming. 


ACT I. | 


ScENE I.—A Drawing- Room in Str JOHN VESEY’s 
House ; folding-doors at the back, which open 
on another Drawing-Room. To the ‘right a table 
with newspapers, books, &c.; to the left a sofa 
and writing-table. SIR JOHN and GEORGINA’ 
discovered, R. C. | 

} 


Sir J. [reading a letter edged with black.] Yes, 
he says at two precisely. ‘‘ Dear Sir John—As 
since the death of my sainted Maria”—hum—| 
that’s his wife; she made him a martyr, and now 


| 


I never grudged anything to . 
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2 MONEY. 


{Act I, Soene 1. | 


Sir J. He was so, my dear, before we knew! Sir J. Sir Frederick Blount— 


your poor uncle was dead; but an heiress, such Lady Frank. Sir Fwedewick Blount, you mean, | 


as you will be, should look out for aduke. Where. who objects to the letter R as being too wough, 
the deuce is Evelyn this morning ? and therefore dwops its acquaintance ; one of the 

Geo. I’ve not seen him, papa. What a strange new class of prudent young gentlemen, who, not 
character he is—so sarcastic; and yet he can be, having spirits and constitution for the hearty ex- 
agreeable. : | cesses of their predecessors, entrench themselves 

Sir J. A humorist—a cynic! one never knows in the dignity of a lady-like languor. A man of 
how to take him. My private secretary, a poor fashion in the last century was riotous and 
cousin, has not got a shilling, and vet, hang me | thoughtless—in this he is tranquil and egotistical. 


Geo. But why do you take him to live with us, thing that is wise. I beg your pardon, my dear; I 
papa, since there’s no good to be got by it? believe Sir Frederick is an admirer of yours. 

Sir J. There you are wrong; he has a great; Then, too, our poor cousin, the scholar— Oh, 
deal of talent; prepares my speeches, writes my | Mr. Evelyn, there you are! [Crosses to L. corner. 
pamphlets, looks up my calculations. Besides, he; Sird. Evelyn—the very person I wanted ; where 
ts our cousin—he has no salary; kindness to a| have you been all day? Have you seen to those 
poor relation always tells well in the world; and papers? Have you writtem my epitaph on poor 
benevolence is a useful virtue, particularly when! Mordaunt f—Latin, you know. Have you report- 
you can have it for nothing. With our other cou- ed my speech at Exeter Hall! Have you looked 
sin, Clara, it was different; her father thought fit; out the debates on the Customs? And, oh, have 
to leave me her guardian, though she had not a’ you mended up all the old pens in the study? 
penny—a mere useless incumbrance; so, you see,. Geo. And have you brought me the black floss 
I As my half sister, Lady Franklin, to take her silk? Have you been to Stort’s for my ring {—and 
off my hands. as we cannot go out on this melancholy occasion, 

Geo. How much longer is Lady Franklin’s visit did you call at Hookham’s for the last H. B. and 
to bet ‘the Comic Annual # 

Sir J. I don’t know, my dear; the longer the) Eve. [aleays reading.) Certainly, Paley is right 
better—for her husband left her a good deal of upon that point; for, put the syllogism thus— 
money at her own disposal. Ah, here she comes. ; (Looking up.) Ma’am—Sir—Miss Vesey—you 

Enter L F want something of me?— Paley observes that 

nier LADY FRANKLIN and CLARA, R. _| w assist even the undeserving tends to the better 

My dear sister, we were just loud in your praise. |regulation of our charitable teelings—no apologies 
But how’s this {—not in mourning ? —I am quite at your service. 

Lady Frank. Why should I go into mourning! Sir J. Now he’s in one of his humors! 
for a man I never saw ? Lady Frank. You allow him strange liberties, 


Sir J. Still, there may be a legacy. Sir John. 
Lady Frank. Then there’ll be less cause for’ Hvre. You will be the less surprised at that, 
affliction. [Retires up alittle. ‘madame, when I inform you that Sir John allows 


Sir J. [aside.] Very silly woman! But, Clara, ;me nothing else. I am now about to draw on his 
I see you are more attentive to the proper deco- benevolence. 
rum; yet you are very, very, VERY distantly con- Lady Frank. I beg your pardon, sir, and like 
nected with the deceased—a third cousin, I think. your spirit. Sir John, I’m in the way, I see; for 

Clara. Mr. Mordaunt once assisted my father, I know your benevolence is so delicate, that you 
and these poor robes are all the gratitude I can never allow any one to detect it! 
show him. [ Walks aside a little, i. 

Sir J. Gratitude! humph. JF am afraid the! £ve. I could not do your commissions to-day ; 
minx has got expectations. I have been to visit a poor woman who was my 

Lady Frank. So, Mr. Graves is the executor— nurse and mother’s last fliend. She is very poor, 
the will is addressed to him? The same Mr. very—sick—dying—and she owes six months’ 
Graves who is always in black —always lamenting rent! 
his ill fortune and his sainted Maria, who led him = Sir J. You know T should be most happy to do 
the life of a dog? ‘anything for yourself. But the nee adel 

Sir J. Tho very same. His liveries are black— some people’s nurses are always ill'—there are 
his carriage is black—he always rides a black gal- ‘so many impostors about! We'll talk of it. to- 
loway—and, faith, if he ever marry again, [think morrow. This most mournful occasion takes up 
he will show his respect to the sainted Maria by all my attention. [Looking at his watch.| Bless 
marrying a black woman. me, so late! Pve letters to write, and—none of 

Laly frank. Ha! ha! we shall see. [Aside] the pens are mended! Ivxrit R. 
Poor Graves, I always liked him; he made an Geor. [taking out her purse.) I think I will 
excellent husband. ‘give it to him: and yet, if I don't get Ve fortune 

7 ase ete after all!—papa allows me so little:—then I mast 
Enter EVELYN, seats himself R. c., and takes UP have those ae {Puts up the purse.) Mr. 
@ book unobserved. Evelyn, what is the address of your nurse ? 

Sir J. What a crowd of relations this will, Eve. [writes and gives it.] She has a good heart 
brings to light: Mr. Stout, the political economist | with all her foibles! Ah! Miss Vesey, if that poor 
— Lord Glossmore— ‘woman had not closed the eves of my lost mother, 

Lady Frank. Whose grandfather kept a pawn- Alfred Evelyn had not been this beggar to your 
broker’s shop, and who, accordingly, entertains father. [CLARA looks over the address. 
the profoundest contempt for everything popular, — Geor. Twill certainly attend to it—[aside]—if I 
parveni, aud plebeian. ret the fortune. 

‘ 


t 


if he does not keep us all at a sort of a distance. He never does anything that is silly or says any- | 
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Act I, Soene 1.] 


Sir J. [calling without.| Georgy, I say. 

Geor. Yes, papa. [ Hcit R. 
[EVELYN has seated himself again at the table, tw 
the right, and leans his face on his hands. 

Clara. His noble spirit bowed to this! Ah, at 
least here I may give him comfort. [Sits down 
to write.| But he will recognize my hand. 

Lady Frank. (looking over her shoulder.| What 
bill are you paying, Clara ’—putting up a bank 
note? 

Clara. Hush! Oh, Lady Franklin, you are the 
kindest of human beings. This is for a poor per- 
son—I would not have her know whence it came, 
or she would refuse it. Would you? No, he 
knows her handwriting also! 

Lady Frank. Will I—what? give the money 
myself? with pleasure! Poor Clara. Why, this 
covers all your savings—and I am so rich! 

Clara. Nay, I would wish to do all myself! It 
is a pride—a duty—it is a joy; and I have so few 
joys: But, hush! this way. 

[Lhey retire into the inner room and converse in 
dumb show. 

Eve. And thus must I grind out my life forever ! 
I am ambitious, and Poverty drags me down! 


3 


‘odd things !—Humph ! —it is beneath me to quaw- 
‘wel. [Alowd.] It will not take long to wead the 
, will, I suppose. Poor old Mordaunt—I am his 
Nearest male we.ation. He was vewy eccentwic. 
Draws his chair nearer.) By the way, Miss 
'Douglas, did you wemark my cuwicle? It is 
-bwinging cuwicles into fashion. I should be most 
happy if you would allow me to dwive you out. 
Nay—nay—I should, upon my word. 
Trying to take her hand. 
A wasp!—a wasp !—just 
Take care of the wasp, Miss 


Eve. [starting is 
going to settle. 
Douglas! 

Blount. A wasp!—where ?—don’t bwing it this 
, Way ‘—some people don’t mind them. I’ve a par- 
ticular dislike to wasps; they sting damnably ! 
five. I beg pardon—it’s only a gad-tly. 


Enter SERVANT, R. 


Serv. Sir John will be happy to see you in his 
‘study, Sir Frederick. [Exit SERVANT. 
| plount. Vewy well. Upon my word, there is 
something vewy nice about this girl. To be sure 
T love Georgina—but if this one would take a 
fancy to me. 


I have learning, and Poverty makes me the what harm it coulddo me!—Au plaisir! [Exit Rr. 
drudge of fools! I love, and Poverty stands like| Eve. Clara! 

a spectre before the altar! But, no—if,asI be- Clara. Cousin! 

lieve, I am but loved again, I will—will—what? Eve. And you too are a dependent! 

Turn opium-eater, and dream of the Eden Imay Clara. But on Lady Franklin, who seeks to 
never enter! make me forget it. 

Lady Frank. (to CLARA.] Yes, | will get my| Eve. Ay, but can the world forget it? -This 
maid to copy and direct this—she writes well, and insolent condescension—this coxcombry of admi- 
her hand will never be discovered. I will have it ration, more galling than the arrogance of con- 
done, and sent instantly. [Exit r. tempt! Look you now—robe Beauty in silk and 
[CLaRa advances to the front of the stage and seats cashmere—hand Virtue into her chariot—lackey 


herself—EVELYN reading. 
Enter SIR FREDERICK BLOUNT, R. C. 
Blount. No one in the woom!—Oh, Miss Doug- 
las'—Pway don’t Iet me disturb you. Where is 
Miss Vesey—Georgina ? 
Taking CLARA’S chair as she rises. 
Eve. (looking up, gives CLARA a chair and re- 
seats himself. Aside.] Insolent puppy! 
Clara. Shall I tell her you are here, Sir Fred- 
erick ? 
Blount. Not for the world—vewy pwetty girl 
this companion! 
Clara. What did you think of the panorama 
the other day, cousin Evelyn! 
Eve. [reading.] 
*Teannot talk with civet in the room, 
A fine puss gentleman that’s all perfume | 
Rather good lines these. 
Blount. Sir! 
Eve. [ofering the book.] Dont you think 80 ?— 
Cowper. 
Blount. (declining the bcok.] Cowper! 
Eve. Cowper. 
Blount. [shrugging his shoulders—to CLARA.] 


their caprices—wrap them from the winds—fence 


them round with a golden circle—and Virtue and | 
Beauty are as goddesses, both to peasant and to | 
Strip them of the adjuncts—sece Beauty | 


prince. 
‘and Virtue poor—dependent—solitary—walking 
the world defenseless; oh, then the devotion 
changes its character—the same crowd gather 
eagerly around—fools—fops—libertines—not_ to 
worship at the shrine, but to sacrifice the victim ! 
Clara. My cousin, you are cruel! 
Eve. Forgive me! There is a something, when 
a man’s heart is better than his fortunes, that 
Iakes even affection bitter. 
' Clara. 1 can smile at the pointless innocence-— 
| £#ve. Smile—and he took your hand! 


‘hourly! When others approach you, young— 
fair—rich—the sleek darlings of the world—I ac- 
cuse you of your very beauty—I writhe beneath 
every smile that you bestow. [CLARA about to 
'speak.]| No—speak not!—my heart has broke 
its silence, and von shall hear the rest. For you 
I have endured the weary bondage of this house 
—the fool’s gibe —the hireling’s sneer—the bread, 
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[Thoughtfully.] Well, I don’t see | 


Oh, | 
|Clara, you know not the tortures that I suffer — 
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Stwange person, Mr. Evelyn !—quite a chawacter! purchased by toils that should have led to loftier 
Indeed, the panowama gives you no idea of ends; yes, to see you—hear you; for this—tor 
Naples—a delightful place. I make it a wule to this [ have lingered, suffered, and forborne. Oh, 
go there evewy second year—I am vewy fond of Clara! we are orphans both—friendless both; 
twaveling. You'd like Wome—bad inns, but vewy you are all in the world to me [she turns away) ; 
fine wuins; gives you quite a taste for that sort turn not away—my ‘very soul speaks in these 
of thing! words—I LOVE You! 

Eve. [reading.] | Clara. No—Evelyn—Alfred—No |! 

“How much a dunce that has been sent to Reme —think it not! it were madness. 
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Say it not 


Eve. Madness! 
Blount. [aside.] That fellow Cowper says vewy —penniless—a beggar for bread toa dying ser- 


Excels dunce that has been kept at home.” | Nay, hear me vet. I am poor 
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4 MONEY. {Act I, Scene 1. 


oe — 


vant. True! But I have a heart ofiron! Ihave , old times, when it was the duty of the rich to suc- 
knowledge—patience—health—and my love for, cor the distressed. 

you gives me at last ambition! I have trifled Eve. On second thoughts you were right, my | 
with my own energies till now, for I despised all lord. I too, know a poor woman—ill—dying —in 


things tillI loved thee. With you to toil for— want. Shall she, too, perish ? 
_ your step to support—your path to smooth—and| Gloss. Perish! horrible !—in a Christian coun- 


I—I, poor Alfred Evelyn—promise at last to win | try. Perish! Heaven forbid! 

' for you even fame and fortune! Do not with-; Eve. [holding out his hand.) What, then, will 
| draw your hand—this hand—shall it not be mine? you give her f 

| [Kneels. | Gloss. Ahem!  Sir—the parish ought to give. 


Clara. Ah, Evelyn! Never—never! Stout. No—no—no! Certainly not! 
Eve. Never! [ Rises. | [ With vehemence. 
Clara. Forget this folly; our union is impossi- Enter Sin Joun, BLoUNT, LADY FRANKLIN, and 
me aay talk ; love Hee to deceive both ! GEORGINA, R. 
ve. [bitterly.] Because ain poor ! Sir J. How d’ye do? Ah! How d’ye do, s 
Clara. And I too! A marriage of privation— tjgmen? This is a most melancholy meeting ! 
of penury—of days that dread the morrow: I myo poor deceased! what aman he was ! 
have seen such alot! Never return to this again. | Blount. I was chwistened Fwedewick after him! 
Crosses (OR. He was my first cousin. | 
__ Eve. Enough—you are obeyed. I have de-, sir 7 And Georgina bis own niece—next of 
ceived myself—ha ! —ha!—I fancied that I too was yin! an excellent. man though odd—a kind 
loved. I whose youth is already half gone with heart, but no liver! I sent himtwice a year thirty » 
care and toil '—whose mind is soured—whom no-! goven of the Cheltenham waters. It’s a comfort 
body can love—who ought to have loved no one! to retiect on these little attentions at such a time. 
Clara. {aside.| And if it were only Z to see Stout. And I, too, sent him the Parliamentary 
or perhaps to starve! Oh, what shall I say?, nebates regularly, bound in calf. He was my 
wey aetna second cousin—sensible man—and a follower of 
Clas AL II Malthus: never married to increase the surplus 
| Kee. Rei ie ee | population, and fritter away his money on his own 
ee a es 7 ae children. And now— | 
Gis SOSs te Das [Exit R. |” Kye. He reaps the benefit of celibacy in the 


econ nis that oeea te ean prspetve gratitude of every cota be bad 


' gave her—yes, she presscd her lips to it once when : Lady Frank. Ha! ha! ha! 
she seemed as if she saw me not. But it was a sir 7. Hush! hush! Decency, Lady Franklin; 
trap—a trick—for I was as poor then as now. gecency! : ‘ 
This will be ajestfor them all! Well, courage! Enter SERVANT, R 
_it is but a poor heart that acoquet’s contemptcan =o, as G _M Sha aa 
break! And now that I care for no one, the: Si rT Oh horses Me. ee that’s Sharp 
: ) : ae) ’ 


POESOHEEEEE EERE SEOSEFEHSESESHDEL IDOE SESHOS HOOD ED HH ESOLEEEDEPESSHODEDEEEEOEEOOOEDEEOEEEEODEESESEEEFOOESESOEOOEHEOOOOHOOOFFOOOOS 


| 
| e e e 
fellas rat uae i Sy wis Rea will sit the lawyer, who brought the will from Calcutta. 


[Retires up to the table. Enter GRAVES and SHARP, R. 
| Enter LORD GLOSSMORE, preceded by SERVANT, R. pees Oe Se syste POSSMORE)  PEQUNE) 
| Serv. I will tell Sir John, my lord! [Ezitr. ‘Ah, Sir—Ah, Mr. Graves! 
[EVELYN takes up the newspaper. | [GEORGINA holds her handkerchief to her eyes. 
Gloss. The Secretary—hum!—Fine day, sir; <SirJ. A sad occasion! 
any news from the East ? [To EveLyn. | Graves. But everything in life is sad. Be com- 
Eve. [R.] Yes!—all the wise men have gone | forted, Miss Vesey. ‘True, you have lost an un- 
| back there! cle; but I—I have lost a wife—such a wife !—the 
Gloss. Ha, ha!—not all, for here comes Mr. first of her sex—and the second cousin of the de- 
Stout, tho great political economist. funct! Excuse me, Sir John; at the sight of your 
| mourning, my wounds bleed afresh. 
Enter STOUT, R. | | [SERVANTS hazd round wine and sandtiches. 
Stout. U. c.] Good morning, Glossmore. Sir J. Take some refreshment —a glass of wine. 


Gloss. [L.] Glossmore!—the Parvenu! | Graves. Thank you!—very fine sherry !— my 

Stout. Afraid I might be late—been detained poor sainted Maria! Sherry was her wine: every- 
at the Vestry— astonishing how ignorant the Eng- thing reminds me of Maria! Ah, Lady Frank- 
lish poor are!—took me an hour and a half to lin! yow knew her. Nothing in life can charm 
3 beat it into the head of a stupid old widow, with me now. (Aside.] A monstrous tine woman that ! 
~ nine children, that to allow her three shillings a Sir J. And now to business. Evelyn, you may 
$ week was against all the rules of public morality! retire. 
¢ Ave. (R.] Excellent !—admirable! Yourhand,: Sharp. aly at his notes.) Evelyn—any re- 
¢ sir! lation to Alfred Evelyn ? 
¢ Gloss. What! You approve such doctrines,,; Eve. The same. 

$ Mr. Evelyn! An old womanonly fit tobe starved!, Sharp. Cousin to the deceased, seven times re- 
Eve. Starved! popular delusion! Observe,my moved. Be seated, sir; there may be some legacy, 


i tn 


lord—to squander money upon those who starve though trifling; all the relations, however distant, 
is only to afford encouragement to starvation! — should be present. : 
_ Stout. A superior person that! | Lady Frank. Then Clara is related—I will go 
| Gloss. Atrocious principles: Give me the good for her. [E-cit R. 
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Act LI, Scene 1.) MONEY. a 


Geor. Ah, Mr. Evelyn; I hope you will come | Sharp. ‘“‘Item—To my niece Georgina Vesey— 


in for something—a few hundreds, or even more. | [Chorus as before. 
Sir J. Silence! Hush! Whugh! ugh! Attention. Sir J. ai tae it comes a 4 oe 
: | Sharp. ‘The sum of ten thousand pounds India 
While the Pe ee ee LADY ‘stuck, being, with her father’s reputed savings, as 
: ‘much as a single woman ought to possess. 
Sharp. The will is very short—being all per-, Sir J. And what the devil, then, does the old 
sonal property. He was a man that always came fool do with all his money ¢ 


to the point. | ' Chorus. Really, Sir John, this is too revolting. 

Sir J. I wish there were more like him! ‘Decency! Hush! 
[Groans and shakes his head. Chorus groanand Sharp. “‘ And, with the aforesaid legacies and 
. Shake their heads. exceptions, I do will and bequeath the whole of 


Sharp. [reading.] ‘1, Frederick James Mor- my fortune, in India stock, bonds, exchequer bills, 
daunt, of Calcutta, being at the prone date of three per cents, consols and in the bank of Cal- 
sound mind, though infirm body, do hereby give, ' cutta (constituting him hereby sole residuary lega- 
will and bequeath—imprimis, to my second cousin, tee and joint executor with the aforesaid Henry 
Benjamin Stout, Esq., of Pall Mall, London— Graves, Esq.) to Alfred Evelyn, now or formerly 
[Chorus exhibit lively emotion]—being the value of Trinity College, Cambridge—([umtversal excite- 
of the Parliamentary Debates, with which he has ment]—being, Iam told, an oddity like myself— 
been pleased to trouble me for some time past— the only one of my relations who never fawned on 

- deducting the carriage thereof, which he always' me, and who, having known privation, may the 
forgot to pay—the sum of fourteen pounds, two, better employ wealth.” [All rise.) And now, 


shillings and fourpence. ‘sir, Ihave only to wish you joy, and give you 
Chorus breathe more freely. this letter from the deceased—I believe it is im- 
Stout. Eh! what ‘—fourteen pounds? Oh, hang portant. [ Gives letter to EVELYN. 
the old miser! Eve. [crossing over to CLARA.] Ah, Clara, if 
Sir J. Decency—decency ! Proceed, sir. you had but loved me! 


Sharp. ‘‘Item—To Sir Frederick Blount, Bar-, Clara. [turning away.) And his wealth, even 
onet, my nearest male relative — ‘more than poverty, separates us forever : 
[Chorus exhilit live’'y emotion. | [All surround EVELYN with congratulations. 
Blount. Poor old boy! | ir J. [toGEORGINA.] Go, child—put a good 
[GEORGINA puts her arm over BLOUNT’S chair. face on it—he’s an immense match! My dear fel- 
Sharp. “ Being, as I am informed, the best fow, I wish vou joy: you are a great man now—a 
dressed young gentleman in’London, and in tes-' very great man! 
timony to the only merit I ever heard he possess- Eve. [aside.] And her voice alone is silent! 
ed, the sum of five hundred pounds to buy a dress-' Lord Gloss. If Ican be of any use to you— 


ing case. | Stout. Or I, sir— 
[Chorus breathe more freely; GEORGINA catches, Blount. Or 1? Shall I put you up at the clubs ? 
her father’s eye, and removes her arm. | Sharp. You will want a man of business. I 
Blount. (laughing confusedly.) Ha! ha: ha! transacted all Mr. Mordaunt’s affairs. 
Vewy poor wit—low !—vewy —vewy low! Sir, J. Tush, tush! Mr. Evelyn is at home kere. 


Sir J. Silence, now, will you ¢ Always looked on him as a son. Nothing in the 
Sharp. ‘‘Item.—To Charles Lord Glossmore— world we would not do for him! Nothing! 
who asserts that he is my relation-—my collection; Hvre. Lend me ten pounds for my old nurse! 


of dried buttertlies, and the pedigree of the Mor- [Chorus put their hands into their pockets. 
daunts from the reign of King John. ———_——_—_— 
[Chorus as before. 
Gloss. Butterflies! — pedigree!—I disown the ACT II. 
plebeian ! Scene I.—An Anteroom in EVELYN’s new house ; 


Sir J. [angrily.] Upon my word, this is too re-| at one corner, behind a large screen, MR. SHARP, 


volting! Decency—go on. ' writing at a desk, books and parchments before 
Sharp. “Item—To Sir John Vesey, Baron,’ jim. Mr. CRIMSON, the portrait painter ; MR. 
Knight of the Guelph, F. R.8., F. 8. A., &.— GRAB, the publisher ; MR. TABOURET, the up- 
[Chorus as before. holsterer ; MR. PATENT, the coachmaker ; and 


Sir J. Hush! Novo it is really interesting! | Mr. FRaNTz, the tailor, SERVANTS in livery 
Sharp. “ Who married my sister, and who sends — cross to and fro the stage. 
me every year the Cheltenham waters, which | 


; Pat. [to FRANTZ, showing a drawing.) Yes, 
lone eae sath Med uea tie Ween ity sir; this is the Evelyn vis-a-vis! No one more 


Sir J. Why, the ungrateful, raseally old— the fashion than Mr. Evelyn. Money makes the 


Chorus. Decency, Sir John— decency ° 
a —T 'y Graves, Esq. 
Pea ems nos euhy : an ae ne gentleman! where de fadersand deimutters make 


: pleilk } 
Graves. Pooh, gentlemen—my usual luck—not only de ugly little naked boys: 
even a ring, I dare swear! Door at the back thrown open. Enter EVELYN. , 
Sharp. “The sum of five thousand poundsin ve. A levee, as usual. (Good day. Ah, Ta- | 
the three per cents. bouret, your designs for the draperies; very well. 
Lady Frank. T wish you joy ! And what do vou want, Mr. Crimson ? 
Graves. Joy—pooh! Three per cents!—Funds — Crim. Sir, if you'd let me take your portrait, it 
sure to go! Had it been land, now —though only would make my fortune. Every one says you're 
an acre !—just like my luck. 


Frantz. But de tailor, de schneider, make de 


the finest judge of paintings. 


2 
man, sir. : : 
: 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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' self forward in the march of enlightenment! 


very ungentlemanly like‘) 
‘for young Lord Cipher—a valuable candidate. 
| Thisis an awful moment—the CONSTITUTION de- 
' pends on his return! 


| kinsand Cipher! 
. Cipher and the Constitution! 
| Stout, Iam not known at Groginhole. 


6 


I’m a judge of paintings ? 

Crim. Oh, sir, didn’t you buy the great Correg- 
gio for four thousand pounds ? 

Eve. True—I sce. So four thousand pounds 
makes me an excellent judge of paintings. I'll 
call on you, Mr. Crimson. Good day. Mr. Grab 
—oh, youre the publisher who once refused me 
five pounds for my poem? You are right; it was 
sad doggerel. 


MONEY. 


only property of law! That is law 


{Act II, Scene 1. 


pee a ae ES TD 3 
Eve. Of paintings! paintings! Are yousure Gloss. Cipher hasa stake in the country—will 


‘have fifty thousand pounds a year—Cipher will 


never give a vote without considering beforehand 
how people of fifty thousand pounds a year will 
be affected by the motion. 

Eve. Right: for as without law there would be 
no property, so to be the law for property is the 


Stout. Popkins is all for economy—there’s a sad 


waste of the public money—they give the Speaker 


Grab. Doggerel! Mr. Evelyn, it was sublime! five thousand pounds a year, when I’ve a brother- 


But times were bad then. 

Eve. Very bad times with me. 

Grab. But now, sir, if you give me the prefer- 
ence I’ push it, sir—l’H push it! Ionly publish 
for poets in high life, sir; and a gentleman of 
your station ought to be pushed !—tive hundred 
pounds for the poem, sir! 


Eve. Five hundred pounds when I don’t want 


it, where five pounds once would have seemed a 
fortune. 


“ Now [am rich, what value in the lines! 
How the wit brightens—how the sense refines!” 


[Turns to the rest, who surround him. 


in-law who takes the chair at the vestry, and who 
assures me confidentially he’d consent to be > 
Speaker for half the money. 


Gloss. Enough, Mr. Stout. Mr. Evelyn has too 


‘much at stake for a leveler. 


Stout. And too much sense for a bigot. 

Eve. Mr. Evelyn has no politics at all! 
you ever play at battledore ? 

Both. Wattledore! 

Eve. Battledore!—that is, a contest between 
two parties: both parties knock about something 


Did 


with singular skill—something is kept up—high— 
'low—here—there—every where—nowhere! 


How 


Pat. (showing drawing.] The Evelyn via-a-vis! | grave are the players! how anxious the bystand- 
Frantz. [opening his bundle and with dignity.) | ers! how noisy the battledores! But when this 
Sare, I have brought de coat—ile great Evelyn ' something falls to the ground, only fancy—it’s 


coat. 

Eve. Oh, go to—that is, go home! Make me 
as celebrated for vis-a-vis, salvers, furniture, and 
coats, aS 1 already am for painting, and shortly 
shall befor poetry. 1 resign myself to you—go! 

'" Exeunt PATENT, dc., R. 


Enter STOUT, R. 


Eve. Stout, you look heated ! 

Stout. I hear you have just bought the great 
Groginhole property. 

Eve. Itis true. Sharp says it’s a bargain. 

Stout. Well, my dear friend Hopkins, member 
for Groginhule, can’t live another month—but the 
interests of mankind forbid regret for individuals! 


The patriot Popkins intends to start for the boro’ | 
- the instant Hopkins is dead !—your interest will 


secure his election !—now is your time !—put your- 

By 

all that is bigoted, here comes Glossmore! 
[Crosses to L. 


Enter GLOSSMORE, R.; SHARP s/ill at his desk. 

Gloss. So lucky to find you at home! Hopkins, 
of Groginhole, is not long for this world. Popkins, 
the brewer, is already canvassing underhand (so 
Keep your interest 


Vote for Cipher ! 

Stout. Popkius is your man! 

kve. [musingly.] Cipher and Popkins—Pop- 
Enlightenment and Popkins— 
I aM puzzled! 


Stout. Your property's known there! 


‘nothing but cork and feather! 


Go, and play by 


yourselves—I’m no hand at it! [ Crosses L. 
Stout. [aside.] Sad ignorance! Aristocrat! 
Gloss. Heartless principles! Parvenu! 


Stout. Then you don’t go againstus! Ill bring 
Popkins to-morrow. 
Gloss. Keep yourself free till I present Cipher 


to vou. 


' Stout. I must go to inquire after Hopkins. The 
ireturn of Popkins will be an era in history, 
| [katt R. 


Gloss. I must be off to the club—the eyes of 

‘the country are upon Groginhole. If Cipber fail, 
‘the Constitution is gone! [£zit R. 
| Eve. [at table, k.] Sharp, come here. [SHARP 
advances.) Let me look at you! You are my agent, 
‘my lawyer, my man of business. I believe you 
honest; but what és honesty /—where does it ex- 
ist ‘—in what part of us? 

Sharp. In the heart, I suppose. 

Eve. Mr. Sharp, it exists in the pocket! Ob- 
serve! I lay this piece of yellow earth on the 

table—I contemplate you both; the man there— 
the gold here! Now, there is many aman in 
vonder streets, honest as you are, who moves, 
thinks, feels, and reasons as well as we do; ex- 
cellent in form—imperishable in soul; who, if his 
pockets were three days empty, would sell thought, 
reason, body, and soul too, for that little coin! 
Is that the fault of the man? No! it is the fault 
of mankind! God made man. Sir, behold what 
mankind have made a God! When I was poor I 
hated the world; now I am rich, I despise it. 
ee) Fools—knaves—hypocrites! By the 
xv, Sharp, send one hundred pounds to the poor 


Eve. But purity of election—independence of bricklayer whose house was burnt down yesterday. 


| votes— 


Stout. To be sure: Cipher bribes abominably. 


Enter GRAVES, R. 


Frustrate his schemes—preserve the liberties of Ah, Graves, my dear friend ! what a world this is: 


the borough—turn every man out of his house who 
votes against enlightenment and Popkins! 
Eve. Right'—down with those who take the 


Graves. It is an atrocious world! it will be set 
‘on fire one day, and that’s some comfort! 
Eve. Every hour brings its gloomy lesson. The 


_ 


liberty to admire any liberty except our liberty! temper sours—the afiections wither—the heart 
That ts liberty: hardens into stone!—~Zounds,,; Sharp! what do 
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- school—sent to a college, a sizar. 


you stand gaping there for ?—have you no bowels? | 
why don’t you go and see to the bricklayer. 
coe SHARP, R. 
Eve. Graves, of all my new friends—and their 
name is legion—you are the only one I esteem ; 
there is sympathy between us—we take the same 
views of life. I am cordially glad to see you! 
Graves. [groaning.| Ah! why should you be 
glad to see a man so miserable ! 
Eve. [sighs.] Because I am miserable myself. | 
Graves. You! Pshaw! you have not been con- 
demned to lose a wife f 
Eve. But, plague on it, man, I may be con-. 
demned to take one! Sit down and listen. : 
[They seat themselves.) Iwanta confidant! Left 
atherless when yet a boy, my poor mother grudged 


herself food to give me education. Some one‘ 


had told her that learning was better than house, 


. and land—that’s a lie, Graves. 


Graves. A scandalous lie, Evelyn. : 

Eve. On the strength of that lie I was put to 
Do you know, 
what a sizar is? In pride he is a gentleman—in | 
knowledge a scholar; and he crawls about, 
amidst gentlemen and scholars, with the livery of 
@ pauper on his back! I carried otf the great. 
prizes—I became distinguished—I looked to a 
ae degree, leading toa fellowship; that is, an 
independence for myself—a home for my mother. 
One day a young lord insulted me—I retorted—he 
struck me—refused apology—trefuse1 redress. 
was a sizar! a Pariah! a thing 
Sir, I was at least a man, and I horsewhipped him 


in the hall before the eyes of the whole college! was read, a letter, in a strange or di 
“from an unknown Friend to Alfred 


gotten. The next day the sizar was expelled— _, enclosing what to a girl would 


A few days, and the lord’s chastisement was for- 
the career of a life blasted. That is the difference 
between rich and poor: it takes a whirlwind to 
move the one—a breath may uproot the other! I 


came to London. As long as my mother lived I 
had one to toil for; and I did toil—did hope—did ° 


struggle to be something yet. She died, and then, 
somehow, my spirit broke. I resigned my spirit to. 
my fate—I ceased to care what became of me. 
At last I submitted to be the poor relation.—the 
hanger-on and gentleman-lackey of Sir John 
Vesey. But I had an object in that; there was, 


_ one in that house whom I had loved at the first 


sight. | 

Graves. And were you loved again ? 

Eve. I fancied it, and was deceived. Not an 
hour before I inherited this mighty wealth, I con- 
fessed my love, and was rejected because I was 
poor. Now, mark: you remember the letter which 
Sharp gave me when the will was read ? 

Graves. Perfectly: what were the contents ? 

Eve. After hints, cautions and admonitions— 
half in irony, half in earnest—-ah, poor Mordaunt 
had known the world—it proceeded—but I'll read 
it to you: ‘ Having selected you as my heir, be-' 
cause I think money a trust to be placed where it 
seems likely to be best emploved, I now—not im- 
at a condition, but ask a favor. If you have 
ormed no other and insuperable attachment, I. 
could wish to suggest your choice. My two near-. 
est feinale relations are my niece, Georgina, and 
my third cousin, Clara Douglas, the daughter of: 
a once dear friend. If you could see in cither. of 
these, one whom you could make your wife, such | 
would be a marriage that if I live long enough to 
return to England, I would seek to bring about 


i 
1 
' 


MONEY 


1! 
to be struck ! | 


7 


before I die.” My friend, this is not a legal con- 
dition ; the fortune does not reston it; yet, need 


Tsay that my gratitude considers it a moral ob- 


ligationt Several months have elapsed since thus 
called upon—I ought now to decide: you hear the 
names——Clara Douglas is.the woman who rejected 
me ! 

Graves. But now she would accept you! 

Eve. And do you think 1 am so base a slave to 
passion, that 1 would owe to my gold what was 
denied to my aflection ? 

Graves. But you must choose one in common 
arse ; you ought to do so—yes, there you are 
right. 

Eve. Of the two, then, I would rather marry 
where I should exact the least. A marriage, to 
which each can bring sober esteem and calm re- 
gard, may not be happiness, but it may be con- 
tent. But to marry one whom you could adore, 
and whose heart is closed to you—to yearn for the 
treasure, and only to claim the casket—to worship 
the statue that you may never warm to life—oh! 
such a marriage would be a hell the more terrible 
because Paradise was in sight. 

Graves. Georgina is pretty, but vain and 
frivolous. [Aside.) *But he has no right to be 
fastidious—he has never known Maria! [Aloud. 
Yes, my dear friend, now I think on it, you «ill 
be as wretched as myself! When you are married 
we will mingle our groans together ! 

Eve. You may misjudge Georgina; she may 
have a nobler nature than appears on the surface. 
On the day, but before the hour, in which the will 

ised hand 
velyn,” and 
ave been a con- 
siderable sum, was sent to a poor woman tor whom 
I had implored chaiity, and whose address I had 
given only to Georgina. 
Graves. Why not assure yourself ? 

Eve. Because I have not dared. For some- 
times, against my reason, I have hoped that it 
might be Clara! [Taking a letter from his bosom 
and looking at it.} No, I can’t recognize the 
hand. Graves, I detest that girl ! [ Rises. 

Graves. Who? Georgina? 

Eve. No; but I’ve already, thank heaven! 
taken some revenge upon her. 

Whispers.) I’ve brib 

aunt’s letter to me contained a codicil leaving 
Clara Douglas twenty thousand pounds. 

Graves. And didn’t it? 

Eve. Not a farthing! But I’m glad of it—Pve 
paid the money. She’s no more a dependent; no 
one can insult her now. She owes |it all to me, 
and does not guess it, man, does not guess! owes 
it to me whom she rejected; me, the poor scholar! 
Ha! ha! there’s some spite in that, eh? 

Graves. Youre a fine fellow, Evelyn, and we 
understand each other. Perhaps Clara may have 
seen the address,and dictated this letter, after all! 

Eve. Do you think so? I'll go to the house this 
instant. 

Graves. Eh? 
That Lady Franklin is a fine woman 


Come nearer. 


[R. 
Humph! Then Ill go with you. 
If she 


were not so gay, I think—I could— 


Eve. No, no: don’t think any such thing: wo- 


men are even worse than men. 


Graves. True; to love is a boy’s madness! 
Eve. To feel is to suffer ! 
Graves. To hope is to,be deceived. 
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Eve. I have done with romance ! 
Graves. Mine is buried witb Maria! 
Eve. If Clara did but write this !— 


Lady Frank. But— 
Clara. No! Promise—faithfully—sacredly. I 
Ihave refused to share his poverty, and I should 


Graves. Make haste, or Lady Franklin will be: die with shame if he thought I had now grown 


A vale of tears—a vale of tears! 
Eve. A vale of tears, indeed ! [Exeunt R. 
Re-enter GRAVES for his hat. 
Graves. And leftmy hat behind me! 
my luck! 
would have come into the world without heads ! 
[Brit R. 


SCENE II.—Drawing-Rooms at SIR JOHN VESEY’S 


as in Scene I, Act I. 


| Enter Lavy FRANKLIN and CLARA,R.C., laughing. 


Just like 
If I had been bred a hatter, little boys 


‘enamored of his wealth. My kind friend, you will 
keep your promise? . 

Lady Frank. Yes, since it must be go. 

Clara. Thanks. I—I—forgive me—I am not 
‘well. [Exit R. 

| Lady Frank. What fools these girls are! They 
| take as much pains to lose a husband as a poor 
' widow does to get one! 

Sir J. Have you seen the Times newspaper ? 
‘Where the deuce is the newspaper? I can’t find 
‘the Times newspaper. 
| Lady Frank. 1 think it isin my room. Shall I 


Clara. Dear Lady Franklin, you really have fotch it ? 


the sweetest temper! 


Lady Frank. [R.] I hope so—for it’s the most! pg : 
becoming thing a woman can wear! Think of 


that when you marry. Oh, talking of marriage, 


' [ve certainly made a conquest of Mr. Graves. 


Clara. Mr. Graves ! 
solable. 
Lady Frank. For his sainted Maria! 


I thought he was incon- 


im now she is dead. 
Clara. But why does he regret her f 
Lidy Frank. Why? Because he has every- 


| thing to make him happy. Easy fortune, good 


health, respectable character. And since it is his 


delight to be miserable, he takes the only excuse 


the world will allow him. For the rest, it’s the 


way with widowers; that is, whenever they mean | 
ear Clara, you seem ' 


to marry again. But, my 
absent—pale—unhappy ; tears, too! 
Clara. No—no—not tears. No! 


Lady Frank. Ever since Mr. Mor daunt left you | paper. 
twenty thousand pounds every one admires you. 


Sir Frederick is desperately smitten. 

Pate dati disdain.] Sir Frederick! 

Lady Frank. Ah! Clara, be comforted—I know 
your secret: Tam certain that Evelyn loves you. 

Clara. He did—it is past now. He miscon- 
ceived me when he was poor; and now he is rich, 
it is not for me to explain. 

Lay Frank. My dear child, happiness is too 
rare to be sacrificed tu a scruple. Why does he 
come here so often ? 

Clara. Perhaps for Georgina! 

Enter Stn JOHN, R. C., and turns over the books, 
&c., on the table, as if to look for the newspaper. 
Lady Frank. Pooh! Georgina is my niece; 

she is handsome and accomplished, but her 

father’s worldliness has spoilt her nature; she is 
not worthy of Evelyn! Let me only tell him that 


you dictated that letter—that you sent that money - 


to his old nurse. Poor Clara! it was your little 
all. He will then know, at least, if avarice be 
your sin. 

Clara. He would have guessed it, had his loye 
been like mine. 

Lady Frank. Guessed it—nonsense! The hand- 
writings unknown to bim—every reason to think it 
came from Georgina. 

Sir J. (aside, R.—at table.) Hum! came from 
Georgina - 

Lady Frank. Come, let me tell him this. 
know the effect it would have on his choice. 

Clara. Choice! oh, that humiliating word! 
No, Lady Franklin, no! Promise me! 


I 


Poor: 
man! not contented with plaguing him while she 
- lived, she must needs haunt 


Sir J. My dear sister—you’re the best creature. 
[Exit LADY FRANKLIN, R.] Ugh! you 
‘unnatural conspirator against your own family! 
What can this letter be? Ah! I recollect some- 


thing! 
| Enter GEORGINA, R. C. 
Geor. [L.] Papa, I want— 
' Sir J. Yes, [know what you want, well enough! 


! Tell me—were you aware that Clara had sent money 
,to that old nurse Evelyn bored us about the day 
| of the will ? 
| Geor. No! 
‘promised, if— 
Sir J. Gave you the address? That’s lucy ! 
'Hush! 
Enter GRAVES, EVELYN, and SERVANT, R. 


Servant. Mr. Graves—Mr. Evelyn. 
Exit SERVANT, R. 
Here is the news- 


Lady Frank. retain 


| Graves. Ay—read the newspapers !—they'll tel! 
you what this world is made of. Daily calendars 


le 


,of roguery and woe! Advertisements from quacks, , 


money-lenders, cheap warehouses, and spotted 


'boys with two heads !—Turm to the other column | 


.—police reports, bankruptcies, swindling, forgery. 


‘Turn to the leading article, and your bair will | 


“stand on end at the bornible wickedness or melan- 
choly idiotism of that half of the population who 
think differently from yourself. In my day I have 
seen already eighteen crises, six annihilations of 
Agriculture and Commerce, four overthrows of 


the Church, and three last, final, awful, and irre- . 


mediable destructions of the entire Constitution ! 
And that’s a Dewspaper—a nhewspaper—a nDews- 
paper! 

Lady Frank. [R.c.] Ha! ha! your usual vein! 
always so amusing and good-humored ! 

Graves. [frowning and very angry.) Ma’am— 
good-humored ! 


Lady Frank. Ah! you should always wear that | 
agreeable smile; you look so much younger—so | 


much handsomer, when you smile! 


Grares. [softened.] Ma’am—a charming crea- | 


ture, upon mv word: [ Aside. 
Lady Frank. You have not seen the last H. B.? 
‘jt is excellent. I think it might make you laugh. 
But, by-the-by, I don’t think vou can laugh. 
| Graves. Ma'am —I have not laughed sinee the 
ideath of my sainted Ma— 


| Lady Frank. Al! and that spiteful Sir Fred- . 


erick says you never laugh, because—but you'll 
be angry? 
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[Act II, Scene 2. 


He gave me the address, and I] | 
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Act II, Scene 2.] MONEY. 9 


Graves. Angry! pooh! I despise Sir Freder-| Blount. Clawa has twenty thousand pounds. 
ick too much to let anything he says have the And I think Clawaalways liked me a little. 
smallest influence over me! Hé says I don’t; Eve. You! I dare say she did! 
laugh, because— - | Blount. It is whispered about that you mean to 

Lady Frank. You have lost your front teeth! pwopose to Georgina. Nay, Sir John more than 

Graves. Lost my front teeth! Upon my word! hinted that was her pwior attachment! 
ha! ha! ha! That’s too good—capital! Hal) ve. Indeed! 
ha! ha! [Laughing from ear to ear. Blount. Now, as you are all in all with the 

Lady Frank. Ha! ha! ha! ‘family, if you conld say a word for me to Miss 
[ They retire to the table in the inner drawing-room. Douglas, I don’t see what harm it could do me! 

Eve. [aside at R. table.} Of course Clara will (Aside. ] I will punish Georgina for her pwertidy. 
not appear ?—avoids me as usual! But whatdo; ve. ’Sdeath, man! speak for yourself! you are 


I care f—what is she to me? Nothing! I'll just the sort of man for young ladies to like—they | 


understand you. Youre of their own level. 


swear this is her glove !—no one else has so small 
Pshaw ! youre too modest—you want no mediator! 


a hand. She'll miss it—so—so! Nobody’s look- 
ing—I'll keep it just to vex her. 

Sir J. [to GEORGINA.] Yes, yes—leave me to, well enough in my way. But you, you know, 
manage: you took his portrait, as I told you. would cawwy even renng before you! You're so 

Geor. Yes—but I could not catch the expres-'confoundedly wich 
sion. I'll get Clara to touch it up. Eve. [turning to CLARA.] Miss Douglas, what 

Sir J. That girl’s always in the way! do you think of Sir Frederick Blount? Observe 

him. He is well dressed—young—tolerably hand- 
Enter CaPTAIN DUDLEY SMOOTH, RB. some—[BLouNT bowing]—bows with an air—has 

Smooth. Good morning, dear John. Ah, Miss plenty of small talk—everything to captivate. 
Vesey, you have no idea of the conquests you, Yet he thinks that if he and I were suitors to the 
made at Almack’s last night ! ‘same lady, I should be more successful because I 

Eve. [eramining him curiously while SMOOTH |am richer? What say you? Is Jove an auction? 
ts talking to GEORGINA, R., at table.] And that’s; and do women’s hearts go to the highest bidder ? 
the celebrated Dudley Smooth! Clara. Their hearts? No! 

Sir J. [R.] More comimonly called Deadly | Eve. But their hands—yes! [She turns away.] 
Smooth !—the finest player at whist, ecarte, bil- | You turn away. Ah, you dare not answer that 
liards, chess, and piquet, between this and the ‘question ! 

Pyramids—the sweetest manners !—always calls; Geor. oa Sir Frederick flirting with Clara? 
vou by your Christian name. -But take care how |I’ll punish him for his perfidy. You are the last 
you play cards with him! person to talk so, Mr. Evelyn! You, whose 

Eve. He does not cheat, I suppose f wealth is your smallest attraction—you, whom 

Sir J. No! but he always wins! He’s an un-;every one admires, so witty, such taste! such 
commonly clever fellow ! talent! Ah, I’m very foolish | 

Eve. Clever? yes! When a man steals a loaf,| Sir John. [clapping him on the shoulder.} You 
we cry down the knavery—when a man diverts must not turn my little girl’s head. Oh, youre a 
his neighbor’s mill-stream to grind his own corn,'sad fellow! Apropos, I must show you Georgina’s 
we cry up the cleverness !—and every one courts last drawings. She has wonderfully improved 
Captain Dudley Smooth! since you gave her lessons in perspective. 

Sir J. Why, who could offend him f—the best| Geor. No, papa—no! pray, no! Nay, don’t! 
bred, civilest creature—and a dead shot! There; Sir John. Nonsense, child! It’s very odd, but 
is not a cleverer man in the three kingdoms she’s more afraid of you than of any one! 

Eve. Astudy—astudy! Let me examine him!; Smooth. (to BLOUNT, taking snuff.] He’s an 
Such men are living satires on the world. excellent father, our dear John, and supplies the 

Smooth. [passing his arm caressingly over Srz' place of a mother to her. 


| JoHN’s shoulder.} My dear John, how well you| [Turns away to LADY FRANKLIN and GRAYES. 


are looking! <A new lease of life! Introduce me; EVELYN and GEORGINA seat themselves and look 
to Mr. Evelyn. over the drawings ; SIR JOHN leans over them ; 
£ve. Sir, it’s an honor I’ve long ardently de-| SIR FREDERICK converses withCLARA; EVELYN 
sired. [Crosses tohim. They bow and shake hands.| watching them. 
Enter SIR FREDERICK BLOUNT, R. Eve. Beautiful ! : a view from Tivoli. Death! 
; . she looks down while he speaks to her! Is there 
Blount. How Wye do, SirJohn? Ah, Evelyn— not a little fault in that coloring? She positively 
I wished so much to see you! blushes! This Jupiter issuperb. What ad—d 
Eve. Ab? coxcomb it is! [Hising.] Oh, she certainly loves 
Blount. A little this way. You know, perhaps, ' him—T too can be loved elsewhere—I too can see 
that I once paid my addwesses to Miss Vesey; smiles and blushes on the face of another! 
but since that vewy eccentwic will of SirJohn has, Gpor. Are you not well? 


shuttled me off, and hints at a pwior attachment) pry. T be i g 
: . g pardon. Yes, you are indeed im 
—[ Aside]—which I know to be false— proved! Ah, who so accomplished as Miss 


jve. [seeing CLARA.] A prior attachment!) Vesey? [Takes up the drawings ; pays her 

Ha! Clara! "Well, well, another time, my dear| »aried hee cd Pose sees show. : 
Blount. Clara. Yes, Sir Frederick, the concert was very 
Enter CLARA, R. crowded! [Aside.] Ah, I see that Georgina 


Blount. Stay a moment—I want you to do me consoles him for the past! He has only praises 
& favor with regard to Miss Douglas! for her, nothing but taunts for me! 


Eve. Miss Douglas! Blount. I wish you would take my opewa box 


| 


| 
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Blount. My dear fellow, you flatter me. I’m , 
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time, Sir Frederick. ous 
' Eve. Georgina refused the trifler—she courts land 
him. {Taking up a portrait.) Why, what is| Enter Stn JOHN and GEORGINA. 
y own— Sir John. And he has not pressed you to fix 
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10 MONEY. (Act ITI, Scene 1. 


next Saturday—’tis the best in the house. I’m, Clara. [rising, with a smile.] Be happy, my 
not wich, but I spend what I have on myself! I cousin—be happy! Yes, with my whole heart I 
make a point to have evewything the best in a say it—be happy, Alfred Evelyn! 

quiet way. Best opewa box—best dogs—best Set eae 

horses—best house of its kind. I want nothing ete era atts, 

to complete my establishment but the best wite ! ACT IIL. 


Clara. seeveeceeae That will come in g00d | sous lL—The Drawing-Rooms of Str Joun 


Geor. You must not look at that—you must not | the wedding-day ? ! 
indeed. I did not know it was there! '  Geor. No; and since he proposed he comeshere 
Sir John. Your own portrait, Evelyn! Why, so seldom, and seems so gloomy. Heigho! Poor 
child! I was not aware you took likenesses ?' Sir Frederick was twenty times more amusing. 
That’s something new! Upon my word it’s a, Sir John. But Evelyn is fifty times as rich! 
strong resemblance. Recaare _ | Geor. Sir Frederick dresses so well! 
_ Geor. Oh, no—it does not do him justice. Give' Sir John. You'll have magnificent diamonds! 
it tome. I will tear it. [Aside.] That odious Geor. My own kind papa, you always put things | 
Sir Frederick ! -s0 pleasantly. Do you not fear lest he discover 
Eve. No, you shall not. that Clara wrote the letter to his old nurse ? 
Clara. So—so—he loves her, then! Misery—| Sir John. No; and I shall get Clara out of the 
misery! But he shall not perceive it! No—no— house. But there is something else that makes 
Ican be proud too. Ha! ha! Sir Frederick—:me very uneasy. You know that no sooner did 
excellent—excellent—you are so entertaining— Evelyn come into possession of his fortune than 
l ha! _ [Laughs hysterically. he launched out in the style of a prince. 
Eve. Qh, the affectation of coquets—they can-| Geor. But if he can afford it— 
not even laugh naturally! [Ciara looks at him' Sir John. Oh! so long as he stopped there I had 
reproachfully, and walks astde with SIR FREDER-|no apprehension. But they say he has taken to 
ICK.] But where is the new guitar you meant to! gambling! and he is always with Captain Smooth. 
buy, Miss Vesey—the ono inlaid with tortoise shell? | No fortune can stand Deadly Smooth! We must 
Sir John. taking him aside elds aceaacar | press the marriage at once. 
The guitar—oh, to tell you a secret—she applied; Geor. Heigho! Poor Frederick! You don’t 
the money I gave her for it to a case of charity think heis really attached to Clara ? 
several months ago—the very day the will was; Sir John. Upon my word I can’tsay. Put on 


read. I saw the letter lying on the table, with’ your bonnet, and come to Storr & Mortimer’s 
the money init. Mind, not a word to her—she’d to choose the jewels. 
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never forgive me! Geor. The jewels! Yes—the drive will do me 
Eve. Letter! Money! What was the name good. So you'llsend away Clara? She’s so very 
of the person she relieved? Not Stanton? ' deceitful. 
Sir John. T don’t remember, indeed. | | Sir John. Never fear; yes, tell her to come to 
Eve. (taking out the letter.) This is not her, me. [Exit GEoRGINA, R.] Yes, I must press on 
hand ! ithis marriage; Georgina has not wit enough to 


Sir John. No! Yobserved at the time it was, manage him—at least till he’s her husband, and 
not her hand, but I got out from her that she did | then all women find it smooth sailing. But I 
not wish the thing to be known, and had em-|can’t think of his taking to gambling, for I love 
ployed some one else to copy it. May I see the| him as ason—and I look to his maney as my own. 
letter? Yes, I think this is the wording. Still, 
how did she know Mrs. Stanton’s address? You Enter CLARA, R. 
never gave it to me! Sir John. Clara, my love ! 

ve. I gave it her. Sir John, toa man like | Clara. Sir— 

me, this simple act of unostentatious generosity is; Sir John. My dear, what I am going to say 
worth all the accomplishments in the world. Miss may appear a little rude and unkind, but you 
Vesey, I will be honest. [Miss VESEY advances, know my character is frankness. To the point, 
L. H.} I say then, frankly—{As CLARA ap-;then: My poor child, ’m aware of your attach- 
proaches, raising his voice and looking fixedly at|ment to Mr. Evelyn— 
herj)—I have loved another—deeply—truly—bit-| Clara. Sir! my attachment | 
terly—vainly! I cannot otter to you, as I did to| Sir John. It is generally remarked. Lady Kind 
her, the fair first love of the human heart—rich says you are falling away. Poor girl, I pity you— 
with all its blossoms and its verdure. But if es-'I do, indeed ! 
teem—if gratitude—if an earnest resolve to con- | Clara 1—I— Weeps. 
quer every recollection that would wander from! Sir John. My dear Clara, don’t e on; I 
your image, if these can tempt you to accept my, would not have said this for the world, if I was 
han? and fortune, my lite shall be a study to de- not a little anxious about my own girl. Georgina 
serve your contidence. [CLARA stands motion-|is so unhappy at what every one says of your at- 
less, clasping her hands, and then slowly seats | tachment— 
herse!f. Clara. Every one? Qh, torture! 

Sir John. The happiest day of mv life. Sir John. That it preys on her spirits—it even 

(CLARA falls back in her chair. irritates her temper! In a word, I fear these 

Ere. (darting forward. Aside.] She is pale; little jealousies and suspicions will tend to embitter 

she faints! What have Idone? Clara! ' their future union. I’m a father—forgive me. 
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Act ILI, Scene 1.) MONEY. 11 


Clara. Embittertheirunion! Oh,never! What aught that I could do—if, while hundreds— 
would you have me do, Sir? strangers—beggars—tell me that i have the power, 
Sir John. Why, you're now independent. Lady by opening or shutting this worthless hand, to 
are your own wlattess, Mire, Carlton, aunt to my ‘my lifes my hearts blopd. could render to.gow one 
are your stress. Mrs. Carlton, : e—my heart’s blood—could render to you one 
late wife, is going abroad for a short time, and 7 sich aie as my gold can give to athere—- why, 
would be delighted if you would accompany her. speak !—and the past you allude to—yes, even 
Clara. It is the very favor I would have asked that bitter past—I will cancel and forget! 
of you. [Aside.] I shall escape at least a Clara. [holding out her hand.) We are friends, ! 
struggle and the shame. When does she go? then !—you are again my cousin ‘—my brother! 
_Sir John. In five days—next Monday. Youfor-| Eve. (dropping her hand.] Ah! say on! 
oe Se dee Heth I ol Sea reece as a ieee a oD 
ara. Sir, thank you. when you inherited this vast wealth I pleased my- 
Sir John. [drawing the table R.] Suppose then, ' self with imagining how you would wield the | 
you write a line to her yourself, and settle it atence? | power delegated to your hands. I knew your be- 
Enter SERVANT, RB. C. nevolence—your intellect—your genivs!—and I 
Serv. Th . Sir John: Miss Vesey j often thought that, in after years, when far away, 
| quite. a an CATHIAge, Slr PORN; BUSS y By ap hear your name identified with deeds 
ees ; : and ends to which, for the great, fortune is but - 
ees pag J ana gt eae mene a 'the instrument ; I often thought that pevoud say 
ae, : ‘5 ? to my own heart—weeping proud and delicious 
Exeter Hall; if Lord Spruce calls, say you believe | pe ae And once this ae ree me.” 


I’m gone to the rehearsal of Cinderella. Oh! and} “pye No more. Clara! Oh, heavens! no more! | 
if MacFinch should come—MacFinch, who duns | Clara. But has it been so ?—have you been true | 
me three times a week—say I’ve hurried off to'to your own self? Pomp, parade, luxuries, fol- 
Garraways to bid for the great Bulstrode estate. | lies ?—all these might distinguish others, they do 
9 £. gu ) y 

Just put the Duke of Lofty’s card carelessly 00/ but belic the ambition and the soul of Alfred Eve- | 
the hall table. (Hrit SERVANT, R.c.] One must lyn! Oh, pardon me—Iam too bold—I pain—I 
have a little management in this world. All| offend you. Ah, I should not have dared thus | 
humbug! Allhumbug, upon my soul! [Exit c. D./ much, had I not thought at times, that—that— 

Clara. [folding the letter. } There—it is Lecided’ Eve. That these follies—these vanities—this | 
A few days, and we are parted forever! A few | ganiance with aloftier fate, were your own work ! | 
weeks, and another will bear his name—his wife!| yoy thought that, and you wereright! But you 
Oh, happy fate! She will have the right to say|_ did not you reject me because I was poor? De- 
to him—though the whole world should hear her: spise me if you please !— my revenge might be un- 
the cloud upon their joyous sunshine! And yet, ! >and, the splendor I thought you prized—to sur- 
Oh, Alfred: if she loves thee—if she knows theo | round with the attributes your sex seems most to 
—if she values thee—and, when thou wrong’st 'value—the station that, had you loved me, it 
her, if she can forgive thee, asI do, I can bless! would have been yours to command. But vain— 
i eee ay, and join her name in my | vain alike my povery and my wealth! You loved 

‘ me not in either, and my fate is sealed. 
Enter EVELYN, R. C. Clara. A happy fate, Evelyn !—you love! 

Eve. [speaking as he enters.] Miss Vesey out?| ve. And at last Iam beloved. [Aftera pause, 
Well, I will write a line. Clarat [Aside.] Do, and turning to her abruptly.| Do you doubt it? 
7 i me disturb vons Miss Douglas. ‘i | Clara. ay 4 believe i rmy 2 ,Leae) Were 

lara. Nay, I have done. oing R. it possible for her not to love him 

Eve. I see that my presence is ‘ime odiousto, ve. Georgina, perhaps, is vain and light, and— 
you. It is a reason why I come so seldom. But| Clara. No—think it not! And now, there is 
be cheered, madame: I am here but to fix theday nothing unkind between us—not even regyet— 
_ of my marriage, and I shall then go into the coun- and surely—[z¢ith @ smile])—not revenge, my 

try—till—till—in short, this is the last time my! cousin—you will rise to your nobler self—and so, | 
| visit will banish you from the room I enter. farewell! | 

Clara. [aside.] The last time!—and we shall! Eve. No; stay—one moment; you still feel an | 
then mect no more! And to part thus forever— interest in my fate! Havel been deceived? Oh, ' 
in scorn—in anger—I cannot bear it! [Ap- | why, why did you spurn the heart whose offerings | 
proaching him.) Alfred, my cousin, it is true were lavished at your feet ? 
this may be the last tims we shall meet. I have; Clara. We part as friends. 

a my ap ea la quit England. > | rst eases is ve mee Look you, this | 
ve. To quit England? is life ! e eyes that charmed away every sor- 

Clara. But, before I go, let me thank you for row—the hand whose lightest touch thrilled to 
my a ae ee which it is not for an a sha ee little She iam sets a apes a 
_ phan easily orget. ay—all the sweet enchantment, known but once 

Eve. [mechanically.] To quit England! ‘never to return again, vanished from the world | 
| Clara. Evelyn, now that you are betrothed to’ And the one who forgets the soonest—the one 
- another—now, without recurring to the past—' who robs your earth forever of its summer, comes 
something of our old friendship may at last re- to you with a careless lip and says, ‘‘ Let us part 
turn tous. And if, too, Idared, I have that on friends!” Go, go, Clara, go—and be happy if you 
| my mind which only a friend—a sister—might can! | 
| presume to say to you. Clara. [e«eeping.| Cruel, cruel, to the last! | 
| ve. [moved.] Miss Douglas—Clara—if there is Heaven forgive you, Alfred ! [Brit R. | 
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MONEY. (Act ILI, Scene 2. 


Eve. Soft !—let me recall her words, her tones, can lay the memory to sleep. The poor man 
her looks. Does she love me? Have I been the drinks and the rich man gambles—the same mo- 
rash slave of a jealous anger? But I have made tive to both! Butyou areright; it is a base re- 
my choice—I must abide the issue! course—I will play no more. 


Graves. I am delighted to hear it, for your — 


Enter GRAVES, preceded by SERVANT, B.C. —_ friend Captain Smooth has ruined half the young 

Servant. Lady Franklin is dressing. sir. heirs in London. Even Sir John is alarmed. By- 

Graves. Well, Yll wait. [Erit SERVANT, R.] the-bye, I a a you bank with Flash, Brisk, 
She was worthy to have known the lost Maria! Credit & Co. 


So considerate to ask me hither—not to console Eve. So, Sir John is alarmed ? Cae Gulled | 
ne—that is impossible—but to indulge the luxury by this coggin charlatan? I may be 


of woe. It will be a mournful scene. [Seeing his own weapons! Humph! Bank with Flash! 
EVvELYN.] Is that you, Evelyn? Ihavejust heard Why do you ask me ? 
that the borough of Groginhole is vacant at last. Graves. Because Sir John has just heard that 
Why not stand yourself ?!—with your property yqu: they are in a very bad way, and begs you to with- 
night come in without even a personal canvass. | draw anything you have in their bands. 

Eve. I, who despise these contests for the Eve. Pll seetoit. SoSir John is alarmed at 
color of a st:aw—I to be one of the wranglers? my gambling! : 
Never! [Aside.] And yet Clara spoke of ambi-| Graves. Terribly! He even told me he should 
tion. She would regret me if I could be distin- | go himself to the club this evening to watch you. 


_ guished. [Alvud.] To be sure, after all, Graves,. Eve. To watch me! Good—I will be there. 


fingers.) East winds, fogs, rheumatism, pulmon- ed as you please; break your heart, that’s noth- | 
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' Georgina, who, to believe Lady Franklin, is sin- 
' cerely attached to—your fortune. Go and hang’ Sery. Lady Franklin’s compliments—she will 


corrupt as mankind are, itis our duty to try at Graves. But you will promise not to play. 
least to make them a little better. An English-' Hve. Yes—to play. i feel it is impossible to 
man owes something to his country. give it up. 

Graves. He does, indeed! [Counting on his, Graves. No—no! ’Sdeath, man! be as wretch- 


ary complaints, and taxes. [EVELYN walks about ing! but, damme, take care of your pockets! 

in disorder.] You seem agitated—a quarrel with! Eve. I will be there. I will play with Captain 
your intended? Oh! when you’ve been married Smooth. I will lose as much as I please—thou- 
a month, you won’t know what to do without sar ds—millions—hillions; and if he presume to 
one! . spy on my losses, hang me if I don’t lose Sir John 


Eve. You are a pleasant comforter. [Crosses L. himself into the bargain! [Going out and return-— 


Graves. Do you deserve a comforter? One ing.] Iam so absent! What was the bank you 


' morning you tell me you love Clara, or at least: mentioned? Flash, Brisk & Credit. Bless me, 


detest her, which is the same thing—poor Maria‘ how unlucky! and it’s too late to draw out to-day! 
often said she detested me—and that very after- , Tell Sir John I’m very much obliged to him, and 


- noon you propose to Georgina ! he'll find me at the club any time before daybreak, - 


Eve. Clara will easily console herself—thanks | hard at work with my friend Smooth. [rit r. 
to Sir Frederick! ease R. Graves. He’s certainly crazy! but I don’t won- 
Graves. Nevertheless, Clara has had the bad! der at it. What the approach of the dog-days is 
taste to refuse him. I have it from Lady Franklin. ' to the canine species, the approach of the honey- 
Eve. My dear friend, is it possible ? ‘noon is to the human race. 
Graves. But what then? You mest marry | 
Enter SERVANT, R. 


yourself, Evelyn; you have been duped by them. see you in the boudoir, sir. 
Eve. By them—bah! If deceived, I have been, Graves. In the boudoir!—go, go—Ill come di- 
my own dupe. Duped—if I thought it!—_ rectly. [Exit SERVANT.] My heart beats—it must 
Graves. Tobe sure! You tried Clara in your: he for grief. Poor Maria! [Searching his pockets 
poverty ; it was a safe experiment to try Georgina 
in your wealth, my luck; Teall on a lady to talk of the dear de- 
Eve. Ha! that is true—very true. Go on. parted, and I’ve nothing about me but a cursed 
Graves. Youll have an excellent father-in-law. | gaudy flaunting red yellow and blue abomination 
Sir John positively weeps when he talks of your | from India. (Exit R. 
income! eee 
Eve. Sir John, possibly—but Georvina? ise 
Graves. Plays atiection to you in the afternoon, SCENE I.—A Boudoir in the same House. Tico 
after practicing first with Sir Frederick in the! chairs on. 
morning. | Lady Frank. [R.] I take so much compassion 
Eve. On your life, sir, be serious: what do you on this poor man, who is determined to make 
mean ? himself wretched, that I am equally determined 
Graves. That in passing this way I see her to make him happy! Well, if my scheme does 
very often walking in the square with Sir Frede- but succeed, he shall laugh, he shall sing, he 
ns a , ‘shall— Mum!—here he comes! 
ive. Ha! sav vou so? 
Graves. What then! Man is born to be de-: Enter GRAVES, R. 
ceived. You look nervous—your band trembles; = Graves. [sighing.] Ah, Lady Franklin! 
that comes of gaming. They say at the clubs Lady Frank. [sighing.] Ah, Mr. Graves! [They 
that vou play deeply. seat themselves.] Pray excuse me for having kept 
Eve. Ha! ha! Do they say that?—a few hun- youso long. Is it not a charming day? 
dreds lost or won—a cheap opiate—anythingthat' Graves. An east wind, ma’am! but nothing 
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at him vet at | 


for his handkerchief.) Not awhite one—just like | 


Prereeroseoes PHLESESEH ESHOP OH OHSS EO OEEEDEFEEES EEE HOEEEOHEFOSESEESH EEF OEESEFEDEEOEOSEO OOOO OEEEEESO4OO406$4OOOF4EO4OOOOO46O44644O444O06940444004004008 


o 


| Act III, Scene 3.] MONEY. 13 | 


comes amiss to vou !—it’s a happy disposition !— , ScENE III].—The interior of * * * *s Club; 
Poor Maria '—she, too, was naturally gay. night; lights, &c. Small sofa, tables, with books, 
Lady Frank. [aside.] Yes, she was gay. So, papers, tea, coffee,déc. Several MEMBERS group- 
much life, and a great deal of spirit. ed by the fireplace ; one MEMBER with his legs 
Graves. Spirit? Yes !—nothing could master it.,; over the'‘back of his chair ; another with his legs 
She would have her own way! Ah! there was over his table; a third with his legs on the chim- 
nobody like her! | mey-piece. To the left, and in front of the stage, 
Lady Frank. And then, when her spirit was up,} an OLD MEMBER reading the newspaper, seated 
she looked so handsome! Her eyes grew so bril-| by a small round table; to the right a card-table, 
liant ! before which CAPTAIN DUDLEY SMOOTH is 
Graves. Did not they? Ah! ah! ha! ha! ha! = seated and sipping lemonade ; at the bottom of | 
And do you remember her pretty trick of stamp-| the stage another card-table. GLOSSMORE and | 
ing her foot ?—the tiniest little foot—I thinkI see. Stovt, c. | 


her now. Ah! this conversation is very soothing! 
: -'. Gloss. You don’t come often to.the club, Stout ? 
Lady Frank. How well she acted in your pri-|  cigiy, No; time is money. An hour spent at a 


cals! 
ne a remember her Mrs. Oakley, De ea ener Teen ie Waiter! | 
“The Jealous Wife”? Hal ha! how good it was!! , O7 2acwer. [reading tad spaper.| ohne 
Ha' ha! e snuti- box. [WAITER brings it. 


| : Gloss. So, Evelyn has taken to play? I see 
Lady Frank. Ha! ha! Yes, in the very first 4 : : 
scene, when she came out with [mimicking] rasa Ree : Deen WO te HPCE Looe 
66 , Stu: wi y. - ’ 
ave oe ty] Ghee ene Den petiiy manne Me for Smooth is ae a pe a his head 
Graves. No—no! that’s not it! more energy. | ¢2?—Monstrous Clever dog - 
(Mimicking.] “ Your unkindness and barbarity | Enter EVELYN; salutes and shakes hands with 
will be the DEATH of me!” Ha! ha! LToughtto, different MEMBERS tn passing up the stage, C. 
know how she said it, for she used to practice it| Eve. How do you do, Glossmore ? How are you, 
on me twice aday. Ah! poor dear lamb! Stout ? You don’t play, I think! Political econo- 
[ Wipes his eyes. my never plays at cards, eh ?—never has time for 
Lady Frank. And then she sang so well! was anything more frivolous than rents and profits, 
such a composer! What was the little French wages and labor, high prices and low, corn laws, . 


air she was so fond of? ‘poor laws, tithes, currency—dot-and-go-one— | 
Graves. Ha! ba! sprightly! was it not? Let rates, puzzles, taxes, riddles and botheration! | 
| Ine see—let me see. a? Smooth is the man. Aha! Smooth. Piquet, eh? | 
| Lady Frank. (humming.] Tum ti—ti—tum— You owe me my revenge! [MEMBERS touch cach | 
ti—ti—ti. No, that’snotit. 2 4 other significantly. StouT walks away with the | 
Graves. [humming.] Tum ti—ti—tum ti—ti— ' snuff-bor. OLD MEMBER looks at him savagely. | 
tum tum tum. ar Smooth. My dear Alfred, anything to oblige. — 
Both. Tum ti—ti--tum ti—ti—tum—tum—tum. [ They seat themselves. 
Ha: ha! Old Member. Waiter !—the snuft-box. [WAITER | 
Graves. [throwing himself back.) Ah, whatre- takes it from Stout, and brings it back to OLD | 
collections it revives! It is too atlecting. MEMBER. : 
Lady Frank. It ts affecting, but we are all, Enter BLOUNT, C. 


mortal. [Sighs.] And at your Christmas party, at 
Cypress Lodge, do you remember ber dancing the 
Scotch reel with Captain Macnaughten? 

Graves. Ha! ‘ha! ha! To be sure—to be sure. | 

Lady Frank. Can you think of the step ?— 
somehow thus, was it not? (Dancing. 

Grares. No—no—quite wrong !—just stand 
there. Now then Sea the tune] La—la-la- 
la—La-la, &e. [They dance.] That's it—excellent 
—admirable ! 

Lady Frank. (aside.] Now it’s coming. 


Blount. So, so! Evelyn at it again, eh, Gloss- 
more ? 

Gloss. Yes, Smooth sticks to him like a leech. 
Clever fellow, that Smooth! 

Blount. Will you make up a wubber ? 

Gloss. Have you got two others ? 

Blount. Yes; Flat and Green. 

Gloss. Bad players. 

Blount. I make it a wule to play with bad play- 
ers; it is five per cent. in one’s favor. I hate 
gambling. But a quiet wubber, if one is the best 
Enter Sir JoHN, BLotunt and GEORGINA, R. plaver out of four, can’t do one any harm. 

They stand amazed. LADY FRANKLIN con-; Gloss. Clever fellow, that Blount! 

tinues to dance. [BLountT takes up the snuff-box and walks off w.th 

Graves. Bewitching—irresistible! It’s Maria. t; OLD MEMBER looks athim gravely. BLOUN’, 
herself that I gee before me! Thus, thus—let me) GLOSSMORE, FLAT and GREEN make up a table 
clasp— Oh, the devil! Just like my luck. [Stop-  @ the bottom of the stage. 
ping opposite SiR JOHN. LADY FRANKLIN runs Smooth. A thousand pardons, my dear Alfred— | 


of L. ; ninety repique—ten cards!—game! 
Sir John. Tpon my word, Mr. Graves ! Eve. [passing a note to him.) Game! Before | 
Georgina and Blount. Encore—encore! Bravo, we go on, one question. This is Thursday —how 
bravo! much do you calculate to win of me before Tues- 


Graves. It’s all a mistake! I—I—Sir John. day next? 
Lady Franklin, you see—that is to savI-— Sainted, Smooth. Ce cher Alfred! He is so droll! 


' Maria! you are spared at least this affliction ! Eve. [teriting in his pocket-book.] Forty games | 
Georgina and Blount. Pray go on! Don’t let a-night—tfour nights, minus Sundav—our usual | 
| us interrupt you. [Ereunt laughing, R. stakes—that would be right, I think! 
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14 MONEY. 


(Act III, Scene 3. | 


Smooth. [glancing over the account.| Quite—if Second Member. Smooth is the very devil. 


' I never inherited a farthing—I never spent less 


| JOHN. 
| EVELYN. 


I win all—which is next to impossible. 
Eve. It shall be possible to win twice as much, 

on one condition. Can you keep a secret? 
Smooth. My dear Alfred, I have kept myself! 


than four thousand pounds a-year—and I never 
told a soul how I managed it. 

Eve. Hark ye, then—a word with you. 

[They whisper. 

Old Member. Waiter !—the snufl-box. 

{WAITER takes it from BLOUNT, éc. 
Inter SiR JOHN, C. 

Eve. You understand! 

Smooth. Perfectly; anything to oblige. 

Eve. (cutting.] It is for you to deal. 

They co on playing. 

Sir John. [groaning.] There’s my precious son- 
in-law that is to be, spending my consequence, 
and making a fool of himself. 
snuff-box ; OLD MEMBER lool:s at him savagely. 

Blount. 'm out. 
twick. That’s wight. 
money.) Well, Sir Jolin, you don’t play ? 

Sir John. Play, no! 
to SmMootTH.) Confound him—lost again! 

Eve. Hang the cards !—double the stakes! 

Smooth. Just as you please—done! Anything 
to oblige. 

Sir John. Done, indeed! 

Old Member. Waiter !—the snuff-box. 

[WAITER takes it from SIR JOHN. 

Blount. P’ve won eight points and the bets—I 
never lose—I never play in the Deadly Smooth set! 
[Lakes up the snuff-box—OLD MEMBER as before. 

Sir John. [looking over SMOOTH’s hand and 
fidgeting backwards and forwards.) Lord have 
mercy on us! Smooth has seven for his point. 
What’s the stakes ? 

Eve. Don’t disturb us. Stakes, Sir John ?—im- 
mense! Was ever such luck? Do stand back, 
Sir John—I'm getting irritable! 

Old Member. Waiter !—the snuff-box! 

[WAITER brings it back. 

Blount. One hundred pounds on the next game, 
Evelyn ? 

Sir John. Nonsense —nonsense—don’t disturb 
him! All the fishes come to the bait! Sharks 
and minnows all nibbling away at my son-in-law ! 

Eve. One hundred pounds, Blount? Ab! the 
finest gentleman is never too fine a gentleman to 
pick up a guinea. Doue! Treble the stakes, 
Smooth! 


Sir John. Pm on the rack. [Seizing the snuff- 


_ box.) Be cool, Evelyn! Take care, my dear boy! 


now don’t ve—now don’t ! 

five. What—what! You have four queens! 
five to the king. Confound the cards '—a fresh 
pack. [Zhrows the cards behind him over Sir 
VAITER brings a new pack of cards to 


Old Member. Waiter! the snuff-box. 
[Different MEMBERS gather round. 

First Member. (with back to audience.) I never 
before saw Evelyn out of temper. He must be 
losing immensely ! 

Second Member. Yes, this is interesting! 

Sir John. Interesting! there’s a wretch! 

First Member. Poor tellow! he’ll be ruined in a 
month ! 

Sir John. I'm in a cold sweat. 


(Taking up the you ashamed of yourselves? 


Flat, a poney on the odd 
[Coming up counting his 


[EVELYN passes money) First Member. What, Stin 


Sir John. The devil’s a joke to him! 


Gloss. 
| clever fellow, that Smooth, Sir John, eh? 
up the snuff-borx; OLD MEMBER as before. 
hundred pounds on this gamey Evelyn? 

| Kve. [half turning round.] You! well done the 
Constitution! yes, one hundred pounds! 

Old Member. Waiter !|—the snuff-box. 

Stout. I think YLL venture! two hundred pounds 
on this game, Evelyn? 

Eve. [quite turning round.) Ha!ha!ba! En- 
lightenment and the Constitution on the same 
side of the question at last! O, Stout, Stout '— 

fest nun happiness of the greatest number—grcat- 


[slapping SiR JOHN on the back.) A 
Takes 
One 


est number, number one! Done, Stout! Two 

hundred pounds!—ha! ha: ha! Ideal, Stout. Well 

‘done, Political Economy—Ha! ha! ha! 

' Sir John. Quite hysterical—driveling! Aren’t 

His own cousins '‘— 

all in a conspiracy—a perfect gang of them. 
MEMBERS tndignant. 

Stout. [to MEMBERS.] Hush! he’s to marry Sir 
John’s daughter. 

Jack’s ?—oh! 

Chorus of Members. Oh! ob! 

Eve. Fs 
more— I’ve done!—quite enough. 
Stout, Blount—Ill pay you to-morrow. 
Death! this is ruinous! 

[Seizes the snuf/-bor; OLD MEMBER as before. 

Sir‘John. Ruinous! I dare say it is!§ What 
has he lost? What has he lost, Smooth? Not 
much? eh? eh? ([Omnes gather round SMoo14. 

Smooth. Oh, a trifle, dear John '—excuse me! 
We never tell our winnings. [Zo BLounT.] How 
‘Wye do, Fred? [Zo GLOSSMORE.] By-the-by, 
‘Charles, don’t you want to sell your house in 
Grosvenor Square ?—twelve thousand pounds, eh? 

Gloss. Yes, and the furniture at a valuation. 
About three thousand pounds more. 

Smooth. [looking over his pocket-book.] Um! 
Well, we'll talk of it. 

Sir John. Twelve and three—fifteen thousand 
pounds. What a cold-blooded rascal it is —fif- 
teen thousand pounds, Smooth ? 

Smooth. Oh, the house itself is a trifle, but the 
establishment—I’m considering whether I have 
enough to keep it up, my dear John. 

Old Member. Waiter, the snuti-box! [Scraping 
it round, andwithaery face.) And it’s all gone: 

[Gives it to the WAITER to fill. 

Sir John. [turning round.) And it’s all gone! 

Eve. [starting up and laughing hysterically. | 
Ha! ha! ha! all gone? not a bit of it. Smooth, 
this club is so noisy. Sir John, you are always in 
the way. Come tomy house! come! Champagne 
and a broiled bone. Nothing venture, nothing 
have! The luck must turn, and by Jupiter we'll 
make a niyht of it. 

Sir John. A night of it! 
Evelyn! Evelyn!—think what you are about 
-—think of Georgina’s feelings !—think of your 
poor mother !—think of the babes unborn !—think 
of — 

Eve. Yl think of nothing! 


Glossmore, 
I—] 


Zounds !—you don’t 


‘know what I have lost, man; it’s all your fault, | 


distracting my attention! Pshaw—pshaw! Out 
of the way, do! Come, Smooth. Ha! ha! a 
night of it, my boy—a night of it! 

[Azeunt SMOOTH and EVELYN. 


For Heaven’s sake, ' 
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in great agitation.| No more, no 
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Act IV, Soene 1.} MONEY. 15 
Sir John. [ chest hoa | You must not, you shall | Enter Two SERVANTS, C. 
? J 
not’ Evelyn, my dear Evelyn ‘—he’s drunk—he’s Tom take this letter to Sir John Vesey’s. If not 


mad! Will no one send for the police? . , 
Members. Ha! ha! ha! Poor old Stingy Jack! 2 home, find him—he will give you a check. 


Old Member. paid Jor the first time in a great, eau rat On soe a 
rage.) Waiter, the snuff-box! Tab. (seizing SERVANT.] What’s the matter? 
—what’s the matter? How’s Mr. Evelyn? 

Serv. Bad—very bad! Sat up all night with 
ACT IV. Captain Smooth! Runs off, R. 


ScENE I.—The Anteroom in EVELYN’S house, as Sharp. {to the other SERVANT. Se ener 


7 your poor master! O dear! O dear! You will 
pi Cane Ore ae PRHOURET  eEANEZ one. take this note to the Belgian minister, Portland 


. ‘place. Passport for Ostend! Have the travelin 
Lab. [half whispers.] So, I hear that Mr. Eve- Carnes eady at acmoment’si notice! : 

lyn is turned gamester ! There are strange re-' Tab. [stopping SERVANT.] Passport! Hark 

ports about to-day—I don’t know what to make ye, my man; is he going to put the salt seas be- 

ofit: We must look sharp, and make hay while tween us and our money ? 

the sun shines. {Omnes shake heads approvingly. _ Sery, Don’t stop me—something wrong in the 

Enter SMOOTH, R. C. from the inner room, with a |chest—change of air—late hours—and Captain 


pocketbook and pencil in his hand. ‘Smooth! [Exit R. 
Smooth. (looking round.) Hum! ha! Fine pic- Sharp. [walking about.] And if the bank should 
tures! [Feeling the curtains.) The new-fashion- break !—if the bank is broke, and he can’t draw 


ed velvet, hem !—good-proportioned rooms! Yes, out !—bound to Smooth! 

this house is better than Glossmore’s! Oh, Mr.; Zab. Bank !—what bank? 
Tabouret, the upholsterer! you furnished these _ Sharp. Flash’s bank! Flash, brother-in-law to 
rooms! All of the best, eh! Captain Smooth! What have you heard ?—eh? 

seats Oh ae VERY best : Mr. Evelyn is not a : ae eee a i 
man to grudge expense, sir ! ab. That there’s an awful run on it! 

: Smooth. aes not, indeed. You've been paid, Sri a I ae be off. Go—go—you can’t see ; 
suppose, Tabouret ¢ r. Evelyn to-day! ; 

Tab. No, Sir, no—I never send in my bills when! Tab. My account, sir! ; 
& ee is ana Bills are like trees, Pre birihind A ra de great gentlemen always (¢ 
and grow by stan . rst of de tailor! 

Smooth. Humph! Not PAID? humph! | Sharp. Call again—call again at Christmas. E 

[Omnes gather round. |The bank, the cards—the cards, the bank! Oh 

Tab. (to the tradesmen.] It’s the great card- dear! Oh dear! [Exitc. | 
Pate AE ane. Duke of Si vel agri Franis Aud all dat vill be seen of de great 

of Silly Val. Uncom-. 
monly clever man! Evelyn coat is de back of it. Donner und hagel! 
‘ Smooth. [ apa about the room.) Thirty-six es a arrest him—I vill put de salt on de tail 
eet by twenty-eight—Um! I think a bow-win- of it 
dow there would be an improvement; could it be, Tab. [aside.] I'l slip down to the city and see | 
done easily, Tabouret ? how the bank goes! Ay, ay, stick by each other ! 

Tab. Have you bought the house, sir? —share and share alike—that’s my way, sir. 

Smooth. Bought it!—hum!—ha!—it depends.| Ommes. Share and share alike. [Exeunt i. | 
Ser ar alien ae Nor you | Enter SERVANT, GLOSSMORE, and BLOUNT, ©. |¢ 
= Tab. No, Eas then? No fear of Mr. ae is not very well, my i oe 

VELYN! Ha! ha! tC. 

Omnes. [anxiously.] Ha! ha!—what then? Gloss. 1’'m very curious to learn the result of 3 

Frantz. Ah, sare, what den? I’m a poor man/|4i8 gambling (cfe-a-tete with Deadly Smooth! ; 
with a family : dia way, Captain! You've a little| Blount. Oh, he’s so howwidly wich, he can af- | 
account in the books: and we'll e’en wipe it out ford even a tc‘te-a-tete with Deadly Smooth! : 

+ 
+ 
Sand 
¢ 


altogether, if you'll say what you mean by that Gloss. Poor old Stingy Jack! Why, Georgina 
umph! ha! was your intended. 


Smooth. Frantz, my dear fellow, don’t oblige me| Blount. Yes; and I really liked the girl, though | 
to cane you; I would not have Mr. Evelyn dis- | Ut of pique I pwoposed to her cousin. But what | 
tressed for the world. Poor fellow! he holds very | C22 @ man do against money 1 | 
bad cards. So you’ve not been paid yet? Don’t: Enter EVELYN, C. 


send in your bills on any account. Mind! Yes; : 
I don't ‘islike the tone with some alteration, | f we could start fair, you'd see whom Georgina 
Good day to you—Hum! ha! vou ee a ance sacwificed ioe father! 
. . By is seo jue as much as told me so! TOSSES R. 
[Ea ooking asi Hl aia, RC CHITA, Eve. So, so, gentlemen, we’ve a little account 
, &¢. 


Tab. Plain as a pikestatf!—staked his very , aera hundred each. 
house on an odd trick ! oth. Don’t talk of it. ; 
Eve. Well, I won't! [Taking BLOUNT aside.] 
Enter SHARP, C., agitated and in a hurry. Ha! ha! you'd hardly believe it—but I’d rather 
Sharp. O Lord! O Lord !—who’d have thought not pay you just at present; my money is locked 
it? Cards are the devil’s book! John!-—Thomas! up, and I must wait, you know, for the Grogin- 
—Harris! [Ringing the bell that was on the table. ‘hole rents. So, instead of owing vou one hundred 


+ 


' erty—perhaps you would lend me five or six hun-| 
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pounds, suppose I owe you five? Youcan giveme | 


a check for the other four. And, hark ye, nota 
word to Glossmore. 

Blount. Glossmore! the greatest gossip in Lon- 
don! I shall be delighted! [Aside.] It never 
does harm to lend to a wich man; one gets it 
back somehow. By the way, Evelyn, if you want 


my gwey cab-horse, you may have him for two 


hundred pounds, and that will make seven! 

Eve. (aside.| That's the fashionable usury: 
your friend does not take interest—he sells you a 
horse. [Aloud.] Blount, it’s a bargain. 


Enter SERVANT, C., in great haste. 
Serv. Beg pardon, Sir Frederick, to Pall-mall 
East—Messrs. Ransom. [Exit R. 
Blount. [solemnly.] Glossmore, we are floored! 
Gloss. Sir, the whole town shall know of it! 
Blount. Vewy scurvy tweatment. [Ezeunt RK. 


SCENE TI.—A Splendid Saloon in EvELYN’S 
House. - 


Enter EVELYN and GRAVES. 
Graves. You've withdrawn your money from 


Blount. [writing the check, and musingly.] No:;) Flash and Brisk t 


I don’t see what harm it can do to me; that off | 


leg must end in @ spavin. 
Eve. [to GLOSSMORE.] That hundred pounds 


I owe you israther inconvenient at present; T’ve} 


a large sum to make up for the Groginhole prop- 


dred more—just to go on with? 

Gloss. Certainly! Hopkins is dead: your in- 
terest for Cipher would— ! 

Eve. Why, I can’t promise that at this moment. 
But as a slight mark of friendship and gratitude, : 
I shall be very much flattered if you'll accept a 
splendid gray cab-horse I bought to-day—cust 
two hundred pounds! | 

Gloss. Bought to-day!—then I’m safe. 
dear fellow ! you're always so princely! 

Eve. Nonsense! just write the check; and, hark 
ye!—not a syllable to Blount! 

Gloss. Blount? He’s the town-crier! 

[ Goes lo write. 

Blount. [giving EVELYN the check.] Wansom’s, 
Pall-mall East. 

Eve. Thank you. So, you proposed to Miss 
Douglas? 

Blount. Hang it! yes; I could have sworn that 
she fancied me; her manner, for instance, that 
very day you proposed for Miss Vesey— | 

Gloss. (giving the check.] Ransom’s, Pall-mall 
East. Tell me, did you win or lose last night ¢ 

kve. Win! lose! oh! No more of that if you 
love me. I must send off at once to tlhe banker's. 

[Looking at the two checks. | 

Gloss. [aside.)] Why, he’s borrowed  trom_ 
Blount, too! 

Blount. {aside.] That’s a check from Lord 
Glossmore! 

ive. Excuse me; I must dress; I have not a 
moment to lose. You remember you dine with 
me to-day—seven o’clock. Youwll see Smooth. 
ue ith tears in his eyes.) It may be the last time 

shall ever weleome you here! What am I 
saying? Oh, merely a joke!—good by—wood by. 

end them heartily by thehand. Exit c. 

fount. Glossmore! 

Gloss. Blount. 

Blounts | am afraid all’s not wight ! 

Gloss. T incline to your opinion ! 

Blount. But Pve sold my gway cab-horse. 

Gloss. Gray cab-horse ! you! 
worth now f 

Blount. Since he is sold, I will tell you. 
sixpence! 

Gloss. Not a sixpence! he gave it to me! 

Blount. That was devilish unhandsome! Doyou 
know I feel nervous ? 

Gloss. Nervous ! 


1 
My! 


| of our checks. 


Blount. Holloa, John! where so fast ? 


Whatis hereally 
Not a | 
} 


Let us run and stop payment | 


Eve. No. 
Graves. No !—then— 


Enter Sin JOHN, LADY FRANKLIN, GEORGINA, 
and STOUT, R. 


Sir John. You got the check for five hundred 
pounds safely ?—too happy to— 

Eve. [interrupting him.| My best thanks! my 
warmest gratitude! So kind in you! so season- 
able !—that five hundred pounds—ycudon’t know 
the value of that five hundred pounds! I shall 
never forget your nobleness of conduct. 

Sir John. Gratitude! Nobleness! (Aside.) I 
can’t have been taken in! 

Eve. And in a moment of such distress ! 

Sir John. [aside.| Such distress! He picks 
out the ugliest words in the whole dictionary ! 

Eve. Yve done with Smooth. But I’m still a 
little crippled, and you must do me another favor. 

Sir John. What’s coming now, I wonder ? 

Eve. Georgina’s fortune is ten thousand pounds. 
I always meant, my dear John, to present you 
with that little sum. 

Sir John. Oh, Evelyn! your generosity is posi- 
tively touching. [ Wipes his eyes. 

Eve. But [ have so many heavy debts at this 
monent—that—that— But I see Georgina is 
listening, and I'll say what I have to say to her. 

[Crosses to her. 

Sir John. No, no—no, no. Girls don’t under- 
stand business! 

Eve. The very reason Ispeaktoher. This is an 
affair, not of business, but of feeling. Stout, show 
Sir John my Correggio. 

Sir John. [aside.| Devil take his Correggio! 
The man is born to torment me! 

[Stout takes him tn. 

Eve. My dear Georgina, whatever you may 
hear said of me, I flatter myszlf t1at you feel con- 
fidence in my honor. 

Geor. Can you doubt it! 

Eve. I contess that Iam embarrassed at this 


moment; I have been weak enough to lose money 
at play, and there are other demands on me. I 
‘promise vou never to gamble again as long as I 


live. My alfairs can be retrieved, but for the tirst 
few years of our marriage it may be necessary to 


| retrench. 


Geor. Retrench! 

ive. To live perhaps altogether in the country. 

Geor. Altogether in the country! 

Ere. To confine ourselves to a modest compe- 
tence. . 

Geor. Modest competence! I knew something 
horrid was coming. 

Enter Sir F. BLOUNT, R. 


Eve. And now, Georgina, you may have it in 
your power at this moment to save me from much 


{Act IV, Scene 2 
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Act IV, Scene 2.] 


anxiety and humiliation. My money is locked up 
—my debts of honor must be settled—you are of 
age—your ten thousand pounds in your own 
hands— 

Sir John. [Stout listening as wellas SiR JOHN. ] 
I’m standing on hot iron! 

Eve. If you could lend it to me for a few weeks. 
Can you give me this proof of your confidence? 
Remember, without confidence, what is wedlock ? 

Sir John. [aside to a No! (Aloud, pointing 
his glass at his Correggio.} Yes, the picture may 
be fine. 

Stout. But you don’t like the subject ! 

Geor. [asile.] He may be only trying me! Best 
leave it to papa. 

Eve. Well— 

Geor. You—you shall hear from me to-morrow. 
{ Aside.) Ah, there’s that dear Sir Frederick. 

[Goes to BLOUNT. 
Enter GLOSSMORE and SMOOTH, k. EVELYN sa- 
lutes them, paying SMOOTH servile respect. 

Luly Frank. (to GRAVES.] Ha! ha! To be 
so disturbed yesterday—was it not droll ? 

Graves. Never recur to that hmiliating topic. 

Gloss. [to Stout.] See how Evelyn fawns upon 
Smooth ! | 

Stout. How mean in him! Smooth—a profes- 
sional gambler—a fellow who lives by his wits! 
I would not know such a man on any account! 

Smooth. [to GLOSSMORE.] So Hopkins is dead 
—you want Cipher to come in for Groginhole, eh? 

Gloss. What! Conld you manage it? , 

Smooth. Ce cher Charles—anything to oblige! 

Stout. Groginhole! What can he have to do’ 
with Groginhole? Glossmore, present me to 
Smooth ! | 

Gloss. What! the gambler—the fellow who 
lives by his wits? 

Stout. Why, his wits seem tobe an uncommonly 
productive capital! Vl introduce myself. How 
d've do, Captain Smooth? We have met at the, 
club, I think—I am charmed to make your ac-. 
quaintance in private. I say, sir, what do you 
think of the atfairs of the nation? Bad! very 
bad! no enlightenment! great fall-off in the 
revenue! no knowledge of finance. There's only 
one man who can save the country—and that’s 
Popkins! 

Smooth. Ishe in parliament, Mr. Stout? 
vour Christian naine, by-the-bve ? 

Stout. Benjamin—no; constituencies are so ig- 
hnorant, they don’t understand his value. He’s no 
orator: in fact, he stammers so much—but devilish 
eee Could not we ensure him for Grogin- | 

ole? 

Smooth. My dear Benjamin, it’s a thing to be 
thought on. 

Eve. eee My friends, I wish to consult: 
you. This day twelvemonth I sueceeded to an 
immense income, and as, by a happy coincidence, 
on the same day I secured your esteem, so now, I 
wish to ask vou if vou think I could have spent 
that income in @ Way more worthy of your good 
opinion ? 

Gloss. Impossible! excellent taste—beautiful 
house! 

Blount. Vewy good horses. [Aside to GLOSS- 
MORE.}] Especially the gway cab! 

Lady Frank. Splendid pictures ! 

Graves. And a magnificent cook, ma’am! 

Smooth. [thrusting his hands into his pockets.) 


What's 


It’s my opinion, Alfred—and Pm a judge—that 
you could not have spent your money better ! 

Omnes. [except SIR JOHN.) Very true! 

Eve. What say you, Sir John ? 

Sir John. Certainly—certainly ! No, you could 
not have done better. [Aside.] I don’t know 
what to make of it. 

Geor. Certainly. [Coaxingly.] Don’t retrench 
my dear Alfred! ! Oe) 

Gloss. Retrench! nothing so plebeian! it is 
against all the rules of public morality. Every 
one knows now-a-days that extravagance is a 
benefit to the population—encourages art—em- 
ploys labor, and multiplies spinning-jennies. 

Eve. You reassure me! I own I did think that 
aman worthy of friends so sincere might have 
done something better than feast—dress—drink— 
play— 

Glos. Nonsense! we like you the better for it. 
[Aside.] I wish I had my six hundred pounds 
back, though. 

Eve. And you are as much my friends now as 
when you offered me ten pounds for my old nurse? 

Sir John. A thousand times more so, my dear 
boy! [Omnes approve. 

Enter SHARP, R. 

Smooth. But who’s our new friend ? 

Eve. Who! the very man who first announced 
to me the wealth which you allow I have spent so 
well. But what’s the matter, Sharp? 

[SHARP whispering to EVELYN. 

Eve. [aloud.] The bank's broke / 

Sir John. Broke! What bank? 

Eve. Flash, Brisk & Co. 

Gloss. [to SmMootTH.] And Flash was your 
brother-in-law. I’m very sorry. 

Smooth. le snuff.| Not at all, Charles—I 
did not bank there. 

Sir John. But I warned you—you withdrew? 

Eve. Alas! no! 

Sir John. Oh! not much in their hands ? 

Eve. Why, I told you the purchase money for 
Groginhole was at my banker’s. But no, no; don’t 
look so frightened! It was not placed with Flash 
—it is at Hoare’s—it is indeed. Nay, I assure you 


itis! A mere trifle at Flash’s—upon my word, 
now! To-morrow, Sharp, we'll talk of this! One 
day more—one day at least for enjoyment ! : 


Sir John. Oh! a pretty enjoyment! 
Blount. And he borrowed seven hundred pounds 
Ine! 
Gloss. And six hundred pounds of me! 
Sir John. And five hundred pounds of me! 
Stout. Oh! a regular Jeremy Diddler! I say, 
you have placed your daughter in a verv unsafe 
investment Transfer the stock in hand to other 
speculation. 
— Sir John. [going to Grorarna.] Ha! T’m 
afraid we've been very rude to Sir Frederick. A 
monstrous fine young man ! | 


Enter ToKE, RB. 

Toke. (to EVELYN.] Sir, IT beg your pardon, 
but Mr. MaecFinch insists on my giving up this 
letter instantly. 

Eve. [reading.] How! Sir John, this fellow, 
MaeFinch, has heard of my misfortunes, and in- 
sists on being paid; a lawyer's letter—quite in- 
solent! 

Toke. And, Sir, Mr. Tabouret is below, and de- 
clares he won't stir till he's paid. [Ewit R. 
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18 MONEY. {Act V, Scene 1. | 


Eve. Won't stir till he’s paid! Lao to, be ACT V. 
done, Sir John? Smooth, what is to be done 
Smooth. If he won't stir till he’s paid, make him SCENE I.— * * * * '8 Club. 


up a bed, and I'll take him in the inventory as, SMOOTH and GLOSSMORE discovered. | 

one of the fixtures, Alfred: Gloss. Will his horses be sold, think you? : 
_ Eve. It is very well for you to joke, Mr.Smooth.; Smooth. Very possibly, Charles !—a fine stud— 

But— bum—ha! Waiter, a glass of sherry! 

Enter SERVANT and OFFICER, giving @ paper to Enter WAITER, C., with sherry. 


EVELYN, and whispering. Gloss. They say he must go abroad! 
Eve. What’s this? Frantz, the tailor. Why Smooth. Well, it’s the best time of year for tra- 


: me reli harles. 
you impudent scoundrel! Faith! thisis more than Veling, C 
I bargained for. Sir John, I’m arrested. Gloss. We se all to be paid to-day; and that 
looks suspicious ! 
Enter SERVANT, R. _ Smooth. Very suspicious, Charles! Hum! ah! 
| Gloss. My dear fellow, you must know the 

Stout. [slapping Sir JOHN on the back with glee.) rights of the matter; I wish you'd speak out. 
He’s arrested, old gentleman! But 1 didn’t lend What have you really won? Is the house gone ? 
him a farthing! | Smooth. The house itself is certainly not gone, 

Eve. And for a mere song—one hundred and Charles, for I saw it exactly in the same place 
fifty pounds. Sir John, pay this fellow, will you? this morning at half-past ten—it has not moved 
or bail me, or something—while we go to din- an inch! [WAITER gives a letter to GLOSSMORE. 
ner. . _ Gloss. [reading.] From Groginhole—an ex- 

Sir John. Pay—bail—Tll be d——d if I do: press! What's this? I’m amazed! [Reading. 
Oh, my five hundred pounds! my five hundred «They've actually, at the eleventh hour, starte 
pounds! Mr. Alfred Evelyn, I want my five hun-, Mr. Evelyn; and nobody knows what his politics 
dred pounds! lare! We shall be beat /—the Constitution is gone! 

Graves. 'm going to do a very silly thing. I’ Oh! this is infamous in Evelyn! Gets into Par- 
shall lose both my friend and my money ; just like jjament just to keep himself out of the Bench! 
my luck! Evelyn, go todinner; I'll settle this for, Smooth. He’s capable of it! 


you. ' Gloss. Not a doubt of it, sir!—not a doubt of it! 
Lady Frank. 1 love you for that! 


: Enter SiR JOHN and BLOUNT, C., talking. 
’ ! U ) 
aoa d eee Bartle ane ae _ Sir John. My dear boy, I’m not flint! I am but 


[Exeunt GRAVES and OFFICER, R. !® man! If Georgina really loves you—and I am 
pearances! I repeat, ten thousand pounds will ing her happiness to ambition—she is yours; I 


- all bar . LI shalj told her so this very morning. 
hear cance ‘Oona oer rae Blount. (aside.] The old humbug! 


__veg ! ce ; | Sir John. She’s the best of daughters !—the 

Se eee not going? Sila aoe ‘Most obedient, artless creature! Dine with me at 
more? you, Blount? you, Stout? you, Smooth? Seven, and we'll talk of the settlements. 

Smooth. No; Pll stick by you, aslong as you’ve Enter Stout, C., wiping his forehead, and taking 
a guinea to stake! . | Sir JOHN aside. 

Stout, Don’t stop me, sir. Nomanof common:  gyoy¢, sir John, we've been played upon! My 
enlightenment would have squandered his sub-' secretary is brother to Flash’s head clerk; Evelyn 
stance in this way. Pictures and statues! baugh! pad not three hundred pounds in the bank! 

Eve. Why, you all said I could not spend my sir John. Bless us and save us! you take away 
money better! Ha! ha! ha! The absurdest wy breath! But then—Deadly Smooth—the ar- 
mistake! You don’t fancy Pm going to prison? yest the—oh, he must be done up! 

Ha: ha: ha! Why don't you laugh, Sir John? “grout, As to Smooth, he'd “do anything to 
Ha? ha: hat | Se : wa : ' oblige.” All a trick, depend on it. Smooth has 

Sir John, Sir, this is horrible levity! Take Sir aieady deceived me, for, before the day’s over 

Frederick’s arm, my poor injured, innocent child! : nantes : 


Evelyn will be member for Groginhole! 
Mr. Evelyn, after this extraordinary scene, you sir John. But what could be Evelyn’s object ? 


can’t be surprised that I—I—Zounds! I’m suflo-|  syoyt, Object ? Do you look for an object in a 
“oats oth. B d h : : | whimsical creature like that ? A man who has not 
mooth. But, my dear John, they’ve no right oven any political opinions! Object! Perhaps to 


to arrest the dinner! break off his match with vour daughter! Take 
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Enter TOKE, ©. Rae air John, or the borough will be lost to your 
amily ! 
Toke. Dinner is served. Sir John. Aha! I begin to smell a rat! But it’s 
Gloss. [pausing.] Dinner! not too late vet. 
Stout. Dinner! It’s a very good smell! Stout. My interest in Popkins made me run to 


Eve. [to Sin JOHN.] Turtle and venison too. | Lord Spendquick, the late proprietor of Grogin- 
[They stop irresolute. ‘hole. I told him that Evelyn could not pay the 
Eve. That’s right—come along. But, I say, rest of the money; and he told me that— 
Blount—Stout—Glossmore—Sir John—one word = Sir John. What? 
first: Will you lend me ten pounds for my old Stout. Mr. Sharp had just paid it him; there's 
nurse ? [Ereunt Omnes, indignantly, R. no hope for Popkizs! England will rue this day ! 
Smooth and Evelyn. Ha! ha! ha! | wn 3% [Goes up stage. 
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Sir John. Georgina shall lend him the money! Graves. Yes; he persists in the same assertion. 

' PU lend him—every man in the house shall lend Will Miss Vesey lend it ? 

him --I feel again what it is to be a father-in-law! Lady Frank. [aside.] If she does I shall not ' 

Sir Frederick, excuse me—you can’t dine with me think so well of her poor dear mother; for I am 

to day. And, on second thoughts, I see that it sure she’d be no child of Sir John’s! 

would be very unhandsome to desert poor Evelyn Graves. I should like to convince myself that 

now he’s down in the world. Can't think of it,’ my poor friend has nothing to hope from a woman’s 

my dear boy—can’t think of it. Very much hon- generosity. 

ored, and happy to see you as afriend. Waiter, Lady Frank. Civil! And are men, then, less 

my carriage! Um! What, humbug Stingy Jack, covetous? 

will they? Ah! a good joke, indeed! [Hxitc. | Graves. I know one man, at least, who, rejected 
Blount. Mr. Stout, what have you been saying in his poverty by one as poor as himself, no sooner 

to Sir John? Something against my character; 1 came into sudden fortune than he made his law- 

know you have; don’t deny it. Sir, I shall ex- yer invent a codicil which the testator never 

pect satisfaction! dreamt of, bequeathing independence to the woman 
Stout. Satisfaction, Sir Frederick? as if aman ' who had scorned him. 

of enlightenment had any satisfaction in fighting! | Lady Frank. And never told her? 

Did not mention vour name: we were talking of | Graves. Never! There’s no such document at 
Evelyn. He’s no more ruined than you are. ‘Doctors’ Commons, depend on it! You seem in- 
Blount. Not wuined ? Aha, now I understand! credulous, Miss Clara! Good day! [Crosses R. 
So, 80! Stay, let me see—she’s tomeect meinthe Clara. [ following him.] One word, for mercy’s 
square! [Pulls out his watch; avery small one. ‘sake! Do I understand you right? Ah, how 

Stout [pulling out his own; a very large one.] could I be so blind! Generous Evelyn! 
I must be off to the vestry. | Graves. You appreciate, and Georgina will de- 
Blount. Just in time ‘—ten thousand pounds! sert him. Miss Douglas, he loves you still. If 
Gad, my blood’s up, and I won’t be tweated in this that’s not just like me! Meddling with other 
way, if he were fifty times Stingy Jack! [Exit c.'people’s affairs, as if they were worth it—hang 


oe ‘them! [Ezit R. 
SCENE II.—The Drawing-Rooms in SIR JOHN. Clara. Georgina willdeserthim. Doyouthinkso? 
| | VESEY’S House. Lady Frank. She told me last night that she 
| Enter LADY FRANKLIN and GRAVES, R. would never see him again. To do her justice, 


she’s less interested than her father, and as much 
attached as she can be to another. Even while 
engaged to Evelyn she has met Sir Frederick 
every day in the square. 

Clara. And he is alone—sad—forsaken—ruined. 
And I, whom he enriched—I, the creature of his 
bounty—I, once the woman of his love—I stand 
idly here to content myself with tears and prayers! 


ae : ea. 3 Oh, Lady Franklin, have pity on me—on him! 
BCHnaaE pe fon Ses Earner aera ea We are both of kin to him—as relations we have 


: nai | both a right to comfort! Let us go to him—come! 
HOPE TAI Bed sted CN) ane you oe Lady Frank. No! it would scarcely be right— 
Wh ‘ath és ie lian Bs remember the world—I cannot. 
pons O Mics. Vouey o a believe, still in the) ©/@7@-_All abandon him—then I will go alone! 
° ne ’ 4 


square; Miss Dougias is just come in, my lady. Lady Frank. But if Georgina do indeed release 


Laly Frank. What, did she not go out with aan co reales done so—what will he 


Miss Vesev ? ; ; 
: Clara. What but—that, if he love me still, I 
Serv. No, my lady; I attended her to Drum-) may have enough for both, and I am by bis side! 


Graves. Well, well, I am certain that poor 
Evelyn loves Clara still; but you can’t persuade 
me that she cares for him. e 

Lady Frank. She has been breaking her heart 
ever since she heard of his distress. Nay, I am 
sure she would give all she has, could it save him 
from the consequences of his own folly. 

Graves. [half-aside.| She would give him his 
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oa ue ae ds? [Exit R. But that is too bright a dream. He told me 1 | 
OEY tense TORS might call him brother! Where, now, should a | 
Enter CLARA, R. sister be? But—but—I—I—I tremble! If, after 


Why, child, what on earth could take you to aji_if—if—in one word—am I too bold? The | 
Drummond’s at this hour of the day ? world—my conscience can answer that—but do 
Clara. (confused.) Oh, I—that is—I—ah, Mr.’ you think that he could despise me? 
Graves! How is Mr. Evelyn? How does he bear “ Zady Frank. No, Clara, no! Your fair soul is 
up against so sudden a reverse ? too transparent for even libertines to misconstrue. - 
_ Graves. With an awful calm. I fear all is not Something tells me that this meeting may make 
right here: [Touching his head.] The report in the happiness of both! You cannot go alone. 
ear aniliag! that he must go gt peeved — My presence justifies all. Give me your hand— | 
erhaps ay. rosses to C. @ Wi Exit R. 
Clara. Abroad !—to-day! cen i 
Graves. But all his creditors will be paid; and 


: ~) 
he only seems anxious to know if Miss Vesey re- | BENE EE ea econ in VERY Ne anouer. 


mains true in his misfortunes. Enter EVELYN, R. 
Clara. Ah! he loves her so mach, then! | Eve. Yes; as yet, all surpasses my expecta- | 
Graves. Um! That’s more than I can savy. tions. I am sure of Smooth—I have managed 


Clara. She told me, last night, that he said to even Sharp; my election will seem but an escape 
the last that ten thousand pounds would free him from a prison. Ha! ha! True, it cannot last 
| from all liabilities—that was the sum, was it not? long; but a few hours more are all I require. 
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MONEY. 


Enter GRAVES, R. 
Eve. Well, Graves, what do people say of me? 
Graves. Everything that’s bad! 


Eve. Three days ag? I was universally respect- 
Tawake this morning to find myself singu- 


ed. 
larly infamous. Yet I am the same man. 
Graves. Humph! why, gambling— 


Eve. Cant! it was not criminal to gamble—it 
was criminal to lose. Tut '—will vou deny that, 
if I had ruined Smooth instead of myself, every 


{Act V, Scene 3. 


Graves. You are re-engaged, then, to Georgina ! 
| Eve. lrrevocalny. : 


‘Enter SERVANT, R., announcing LADY FRANKLIN 
and Miss DOUGLAS. 

Lady Frank. My dear Evelyn, you may think 

‘it strange to receive such visitors at this moment; 

but, indeed, it is no time for ceremony. We aie 

‘your relations—it is reported you are about to 

leave the country—we come to ask frankly what 


hand would have grasped mine yet more cordially, ; we can do to serve you. 


and every lip would have smiled congratulations | 


on my success? Man—man! [’ve not been rich 
and pvor for nothing! 


are written in a language the world cannot con- 


strue; it reads them in a vile translation, and the 
You | GRAVES. } 


translators are FAILURE and Svuccrss! 
alone are unchanged. 

Graves. There’s no merit in that. Iam always 
ready to mingle my tears with any man. 


I know I’m a fool, but I can’t help it. Hark ye, 


The Vices and the Virtues 


[ Aside.] | generally does. 


kve. Madame—I— 

Lady Frank. Come, come—do not hesitate to 
confide in us; Clara is less a stranger to you than 
Iam; your friend here will perhaps let me con- 
sult with him. [Crosses and speaks, aside to 
Let us leave them to themselves. 

Graves. Youre an angel of a widow; but you 
‘come too late, as whatever is good for anything 
[Goes up with LADY FRANKLIN. 
Eve. Miss Douglas, I may well want words to 


Evelyn! I like you—I’m rich; and anything I can| thank you; this goodness—this sympathy— 


do to get you out of your hobble will give me an 
excuse to grumble for the rest of my life. 
now it’s out. 

Eve. 


There, | Evelyn! 


Clara. ene herself to her emotion.) 
velyn! Donottalk thus! Goodness! 


sympathy ! I have learned all—all! Itisfor ME 


[touched.] There’s something good in| to speak of gratitude! To you—you—I owe all 


human nature after all! My dear friend, did I| that has raised the poor orphan from servitude and 


want your aid I would accept it, but I can extri- | dependence! 


cate myself yet. Do you think Georgina will give 
me the same proof of contidence and attection ? 

ne Would you break your heart if she did 
not 


While your words were so bitter, 
your deeds so gentle! Oh! noble Evelyn, this, 
‘then, was your revenge? 

Eve. You owe me no thanks; that revenge was 


sweet! 


Eve. It isin vain to denv that I still love Clara. | presence haunted you, though you knew it not? 


Graves. What do you intend to do? 


Even if separated forever—even if another’s— 


Eve. This: If Georgina still adheres to my) even in distant years—perhaps in a happy home, 


Think you it was nothing to feel that my | 
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fortunes, if she can face the prospect, not of ruin, listening to sweet voices that might call you 
and poverty, for reports wrong me there, but of a; “ mother !”—even then should the uses of that 
moderate independence ; if, in one word, she loves ‘ dross bring to your lips one smile—that emile was 
me for myself, I will shut Clara forever from my , mine—due to me—due to the band that you re- 
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thought. I am pledged to Georgina, and I will 


curry to the altar a soul resolute to deserve her | 


aifection and fulfill its vows. 

Graves. And if she reject you? 

Eve. [joyfu'ly.] If she do, I am free once more! 
And then—then I will dare to ask, for I ean ask 


Without dishonor, if Clara can explain the past: 


and bless the future! 
Enter SERVANT, R., with a letter. 

Eve. [crosses to meet him. After reading it.] 
The die is cast—the dream is over! Generous 
girl! Oh, Georgina! I will deserve you yet. 

Graves. Georgina, is it possible ? 

Eve. And the delicacy, the womanhood, the ex- 
quisite race of this!) How we misjudge the depth 
of the human heart! LTimagined her ineapable of 
this devotion. 

Graves. And I too! 

five. It were base in me to continue this trial a 
moment longer: I will write at onee to undeceive 
that generous heart. [ Writing. 

Graves. I would have given athousand pounds 
if that little jade Clara had been beforehand; 
but just like my luck! If I want a man to marry 
one woman, he’s sure to marry another on pur- 
pose to vex me! [EVELYN rings the bell. 

Enter SERVANT, R. 

Eve. Take this instantly to Miss Vesey; sav I 
Will call in an hour, [E£vit SErvANT.] Why 
does my heart sink withinme?) Why, why, look- 
ing to the fate to come, do I see only the memory 
of what bas been ? 


‘agai 


love if I had ensured your misery. 


jected—to the love that you despised: 


Clara. Despised! See the proot that I despised 
you! See: In this hour, when they say you are 
n as poor as before, I forget the world—my 
pride— perhaps too much my sex ; I remember but 
your sorrow—I am here! 

Eve. And this is the same voice that, when I 
knelt at your feet, and asked but one day the 
hope to call you mine—spoke only of poverty, and 
‘answered, ‘ Never” ? 

Clara. Because I had been unworthy of your 
Evelyn, hear 
me! My father, like you, was poor—generous; 
sifted, like vou, with genius, ambition; sensitive, 
like you, to the least breath of insult. He married, 
as you would have done—married one whose only 
dowry was penury and care! Alfred, T saw that 
genius the curse to iiself! I saw that ambition 
wither to despair! Isaw the struggle—the hu- 
miliation—the proud man’s agony—the bitter life 
—the early death! And heard over his breathless 
clay my mother’s groan of self-reproach! Alfred 
Evelyn, now speak! Was the woman you loved 
80 nobly to repay vou with such a doom ? 


| Ere. Clara, weshould have shared it! 
' Clara, Shared? 


Never let the woman who 
really loves, comfort her selfishness with such 
delusion! In marriages like this, the wife cannot 
share the burden ; it is he—the husband—to pro- 
vide, to scheme, to work, to endure—to grind out 
his strong heart at the miserable wheel! The 
wife, also, cannot share the strug¢le—she can but 
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| Walk io the square. 


Act V, Scene 3.] 
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witness his despair! And, therefore, Alfred, I re-; Sir John. Eh! what, my dear boy ?—what ? 


jected you. 

Eve. Yet you believe me as poor now asI was 
then. 

Clara. But I am not poor; ze are not so poor! 
Of this fortune, which is all your own—if, as I: 
hear, one-half would free you from your debts, 
why, we have the other half still left, Evelyn! It: 
is humble—but it is not penury. 

Eve. Cease, cease —you know not how you tor- 
ture me. Oh—why were such blessed words not 
vouchsafed to me before ?—why, why come they 
now—too late? Oh, heaven —too late! 

Clara. Too late! What then have I said? 

Eve. Tam bound by every tie of faith, grati- 
tude, loyalty, and honor, to another ! . 

Clara. Another! Is she, then, true to your re- 
verses? I did not know this—indeed, I did not! 
And I have thus betrayed myself! O, shame! he. 
must despise me now! [Goes up. 
Enter Sirk JOHN; at the same time GRAVES and 

LADY FRANKLIN come down. 

Sir John. [with dignity and frankness.| Eve- | 
lyn, I was hasty yesterday. You must own it 
natural that I should be so. But Georgina has 
been so urgent in your defense, that—that I can- 
not resist her. What’s money without happiness? 
So give me your security ; for she insists on lend- 
ing you the ten thousand pounds. 

Eve. I know, and have already received it. 

Sir John. [R.] Already received it! Is he jok- 
ing! Faith, for the last two days I believe I have 
been living amongst the Mysteries of Udolpho! 
Sister, have you seen Georgina? 

Lady Frank. [R.] Not since she went out to 


t 


Sir John. (ee) She’s not in the square nor 
the house. ere the deuce can the girl be? 

Eve. I have written to Miss Vesey—I have 
asked her to fix the day for our wedding. 

Sir John. { joyfully.| Have you? Go, Lady 
Franklin, find her instantly—she must be back 
by this time; take my carriage, it is but a step— ' 
you won't be two minutes gone. oe I'd go! 
myself, but I’m afraid of leaving him a moment. 
while he’s in such excellent disposition. 

Lady Frank. [repulsing CLARA.) No, no: stay | 
till I return. Exit R. 

Sir John. And don’t be down-hearted, my dear 
fellow; if the worst come to the worst, you will 
have everything I can leave you. 
can in any way help you— 

Eve. Ha!—you !—you, too? 
have seen my letter to Miss Vesey ?—[ Aside] — 


Ha! ha! all humbug, was it ?—all humbug, upon 
my soul! So, Mr. Sharp, isn’t he ruined after all? 
—not the least wee rascally little bit in the world 
ruined ? 

Sharp. Sir, he has never lived up to his income. 

Sir John. Worthy man! Icould jump up to 
the ceiling! Iam the happiest father-in-law in 
the three kingdoms. ([K»nocking x.] And that’s 
my sistei’s knock, too. 

Clara. Since I was mistaken, cousin—since, 
now you do not need me—forget what has passed ; 
my business here is over. Farewell! 

Eve. Could you but see my heart at this mo- 
ment, with what love, what veneration, what an- 
guish it js filled! And must we part npow—zow, 
when—when— 


Enter LADY FRANKLIN and GEORGINA, followed 
by BLOUNT, who looks shy and embarrassed. 


Graves. Georgina herself—then there’s no hope! 
Sir John. What the deuce brings that fellow 
Blouut here? Georgy, my dear Georgy, I want to— 

Eve. Stand back, Sir Jobn. 

Sir John. But I must speak a word to her. I 
want to— 

Eve. Stand back, I say—not a whisper—not a 
sign. If your daughter is tobe my wife, to her 
heart only will I look for a reply to mine. 

Lady Frank. (to GEORGINA.] Speak the truth, 
niece. 7 

Eve. Georgina, it is true, then, that you trust 
me with your confidence—your fortune? Is it al- 
so true that, when you did so, you believed me 
ruined? Answer as if your father stood not there 
—answér a3 the woman’s heart, yet virgin and 
unpolluted, should answer, to one who has trusted 
to it his all! 

Geor. What can he mean ? 

Sir John. [making signs.] She won't look this 
way, she won't! Hang her—Ahem! 

Eve. You falter. Limplore, I adjure you answer ! 

Lady Frank. The truth! 

Geor. Mr. Evelyn, your fortune might well 
dazzle me, as it dazzled others. Believe me, I 
sincerely pity your reverses. 

Sir John. Good girl; you hear her, Evelyn ? 

Geor. What’s money without happiness ? 

Sir John. Clevercreature! My own sentiments! 

Geor. And 80, as our arrangement is now an- 


Meantime, if I, nulled—papa told me so this very morning—I 
ihave promised my hand where I have given my 
Sir John, you heart-—to Sir Frederick Blount. 


Sir John. I told you—I? No such thing—no 


or could she have learned the truth before she such thing. You frighten her out of her wits— 


ventured to be generous ? 

Sir John. No; on my honor. [Shouts without. 
Hurrah—hurrah! Blue forever ‘ 
Enter SHARP, R. 


closed in the first hour—you are returned! Hol- 
low, Sir—Hollow. 


Eve. And it was to please Clara. 


she don’t know what she’s saying. 


Eve. Am I awake? But this letter—this letter 


What’s that? received to-day— 
| Lady Frank. (looking over the letter.) Drum- 
Sharp. Sir, a deputation from Groginhole—poll mond’s! 


From a banker! 
Eve. Read—read. 
Lady Frank. *‘ Ten thousand pounds placed to 


your account, from the same unknown friend to 
Sir John. Mr. Sharp—Mr. Sharp—I say, how Alfred Evelyn !” 


Oh, Clara, I know now why you 


much has Mr. Evelyn lost by Messrs. Flash & Co?: went to Drummond’s this morning! 


al Oh, a great deal, Sir—a creat deal. 
Sir John. [alarmed.] How !—a great deal! 


Eve. Clara! What! And the former one with 


the same signature—on the faith of which I 


Eve. Speak the truth, Sharp—concealment is pledged my hand and sacrificed my heart— 


all over. 


Lady Frank. Was written under my eyes, and 


Sharp. Two hundred and twenty-three pounds, | the secret kept, that— 


six and three pence—a great sum to throw away. | 


Eve. Look up, look up, Clara—I am free! I 
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am released! You forgive me? You love me? Enter StrocT and GLossMORE hastily, talking 
You are mine! We are rich—rich! I can give with each other. 

you fortune, power—I can devote tovoumy whole — cou7, Pm sure he’s of our side: we've all the 
life, thought, heart, soul—I am all yours, Clara. intelligence. C 


Sir John. A pretty mess you've made of it, to Giyss. I'm sure he’s of ours if his fortune is safe 
humbug your own father! And you, too, Lady for we've all the property. , 
Franklin—I am to thank you for this : ' Stout. Just heard of your return, Evelyn! Con- 


Lady Frank. Youve to thank me that she’s pparyy: nh : scinn ; 
a * gratulate you. ‘The great motion of the session is 
not now on the road to Scotland with Sir Freder- fixed for Friday. We count on your vote. Pro- 


ick; I chanced on them by the Park just in time gress with the times! 


to dissuade and save her. But, to do her justice, ~ @igss, Preserve the Constitution. 


a hint of your displeasure was sufficient. Stout. Your m 4] 
Geor. [half sobbing.] And you know, papa, you ty! . Advance! Shey wnraae monde wore ua 


said this very morning that poor Frederick had ~ @igss The party respects men of your property! 


been very ill used, and you would settle it all at griek fast! 


the club. Eve. I have the 
: : e. greatest respect, I assure you 
Blount. Come, Sir John, you can only blame for the worthy and intelligent ties upon both sides 
yourself and Evelyn’s cunning device! After all, tne wheel: but whether we go too fast or too 
I’m no such vewy bad match; and as for the tel slow, does not, I fancy, depend so much on the 


thousand pounds— ; Ss ic 
Eve. Vil double it. Ab, Sir John, what's money ei Cee who sits inside 


ssa eae - | Smooth. Meaning John Bull. Ce Cher old Jobn! 
Oe, “Shan ponsence suis Don't Eve. Smooth, we have yet to settle our first 


humbug me! on 
: ; a, Piquet account, and our last! And I sincerely 
Lady Frank. But if you don’t consent, she'll thank you for the service you have rendered to 


have no husband at all. : h 
. ° e ; oes § ntl - 
Sir John. Hum! there’s something in that— nen Lesa ag Wer eve ae Cle 
[Aside to EVeLYN]—Double it, will you? Then voy have succeeded where wealth had failed! 
settle it all tightly on her. Well—well—my foible You have reconciled me to the world and to man- 
rah a gala Blount, make wer tae - Child, \ind. My friends—we must confess it—amidst 
Pi you. i yee ae Be bo eee . OU the humors and the follies, the vanities, deccits 
ee ce ices vf: and vices that play their part in the Great Com- 
he ee FRAN sare = afraid iS edy of Life—it is our own fault if we do not find 
Oeming ee ee rae Nar dale such natures, though rare and few, as redeem the 
oe > Franki, ear vil ONET, Cs AR WE’ “rade brightening the shadows that are flung from 
s Lad . ‘ Pe ie y— ene’ and the form and body of the time with glimpses of 

ay Krank. Frankly, now, theres my hand. the everlasting holiness of truth and love. 
Graves. Accepted: Is it possible? Sainted Graves, But for the truth and the love, when 
Maria ! thank Heaven youare spared this affliction. found, to make us tolerably happy, we should not 

be without— 
Enter SMOOTH, R. | Lady Frank. Good health ; 


Smooth. How d'ye do, Alfred? I intrude, 1, Graves. Good spirits ; 
fear! Quite a family party. Oar i A good Cart ee 
Blount. Wish us joy, Smooth—Georgina’s mine, plea + An Innocent rubber } 
and— eor. Congenial tempers ; 
Smooth. And our four friends there, apparently, papers Oe ried ot ee of pwudence 5 
have made up another rubber. John, my dear Bs Cu Is Hen’ RO ies 
boy, vou look as if you had something at stake on te ORST UN OnaL PEDIC 
the odd trick. Sir John, A little humbug ; 
Sir John. Sir, you're very—confound the fel. /¢¢- And—plenty of Money 1 
low! and he’s a dead shot too! THE END. 


COSTUMES. 


ALFRED EVELYN.—First dreaa: Black trock coat and vest.’ GRAVES.—Body cont and full black suit, black gloves. In third 


Oxtord gray trowsers, cloth-top shoes and black neckerchief. act a guy-colored silk handkerchief. 
Second drexa: Fashionable blue frock coat with velvet collar, BLOUN'T.—Fashionable black suit in first act, which is after- 
butf vest with rolling collar, Kersevmere trowsers tichtly strap. wards changed for one of a guy character. 


ped down, polished leather boots, black satin searf, white riding 


vloves and black hat. Fourth det, Seene Ts Broeade dressing DUDLEY SMOOTH.— First dresa: Fashionable morning cos- 


gown, For dinner: Black dress eout lined with black. silk. time, Second dreax: Frock coat, light-colored ’tuloons, 
white vest with rolling collar, black kersevinere trowsers. black glazedleather boots. Fourth Act: Very fashionable dinner dress. 
autin cravat embroidered with wold. Firth Act: Dress of see. CLARA DOUGLAS.—First dress: Black herege walking dress, 
ond act. : | high neck and long sleeves, slightly trimmed with black lace, 


ae . P ‘ : : hair plain, black shoes and stockings, black satin apron, Seeend 
STOUT.—Green cut-off coat with broad tuils, striped vest. white reas; White mnslin demi-toilet, pink ribbons, gold) bracelets 


cravat with large ties nankeen trowsers without straps, cloth. and ornaments. Last dresx: Black velvet walking-dreas, with 
top shoes, ese ee wovket handkercehiet, white hit with black ornaments of malachite and cold. 
rape round it, which is removed afte ‘first ac - an - ' ; i 
Crap ue t Bis mee iis removed after the first act. LADY FRANKLIN.—Three piret Acta: A eny-colored Kilk 
SIR JOUN VESEY.—Black dress cout and trowsers, white vest dress. Fourth tet: Evening dress, with short sleeves and low 
aud cravat, white hair, with double eye-glasses hanging by chain body. Fifth et: Morning costnine. 
ound neck, , QEORGIN A.—Firat dress: White muslin, cut high, and lorg 
GLOSS MORE. —Frret tet: Black frock coat and trowsers, pol sleeves trimmed with black ribbons and jet ornaments. Seeesd 
ished leather boots, black vest. white cravat and Licht kid loves. Act: Colored ribbons. Fourth wet: Dinner dress, FUfth Act: 
Second Aet: Colored vest. Fourth Act: Full dinner costume. Colored silk walking-dress andsfashionable bonnet, 
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22 MONEY. {Act V, Scene 3. 
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“That which pleases long, and pleases many, must possess some merit." —DR. JOHNSON, 


WHEW LORE Dips 


al 
| Ae CHOICE COLLECTi on 
a ee ee 
a AR t 
oT PRAGEY [COMEDIES | -——"““8ge7 
WITH | id 
CASTS OF CHARACTERS, STAGE BUSINESS, COSTUMES, RELATIVE POSITIONS, &c.. 
ADAPTED TO 


N ~ Entered according to Act of Congreas, in the year 1876, by WHEAT & CoRNETT, in the Office V O L 4 
O . a: of the Librarian of Congress, at Washinton, D. C. . . 


A CRIMELESS CRIMINAL = sr 5 te croatia, Bea 
RIME SS 4 * opera, “The Miner’s Daughter.” When it comes 


‘out, some critic fellow will make a joke, and call 


ExiTs aND ENTRANCEa.—R. means Richt; L. Left; R. D. Right Door; L, | ° . 
D. Left Door: 8. E. Seeond Entrance; U. E. Upper Entrance; M.D. Middle Verd. Nothing ! now look here, old fellow, it’s 


Centre: LC. Left Centre, &e. Tho reader 1s supposed to be on the stage, the old story—you’re going to bully me for not 

SEN OECLIe CUO Ree being punctual; weil, this time I couldn’t help it; 
I’ve had an adventure! 

| SCENE.—A_ Sitting-Room, comfortably furnished; Frank. Awkatt = 

Practicable window R.; a watch to be hanging , Verd. An adventure! [ve tackled a_ thief, 


conspicuously on the wall; a piano should, if single-handed, and come off victorious! Listen! 
practicable, be on the stage, but tf this is done This afternoon I took a walk to Hampstead, to 
without, VERDANTI must sing instead; after meditate on my opera; meditation, however, was 


rise of curtain, loud knock is heard at room door. Suddenly interrupted by a crowd; and presently I 
found myself in the midst of a fistic encounter 


Enter FRANK FANCOURT, R. U. E. between two belligerent donkey-boys. I was 
Frank. [looking round.| Not here! now that’s hustled about a good deal, and brought into vio- 
just like Verdant—that fellow couldn’t be punctual lent collision with an elderly person dressed as a 
if his life depended on it. The effect of genius he gentleman. Finally [ succeeded in extricating 
calls it—hang genius! why Art, which in its youth myself; and, on making a cursory examination of 
is always poor and struggling, should have a pre- my pockets, discovered that I’d lost my watch! 
scriptive right to be erratic in its dress and man- Frank. Hum! served you right for getting 
ners, I cannot understand. It’s not a bit of use mixed up in such a scene. 
trying to come the old soldier with Art! I ap-' Verd. Sol thought. Suddenly I remembered 
pointed to meet Verdanti here at three, because I that the elderly party had caught very tight hold 
knew I shouldn’t be back till four—now it’s four of me inthe scrimmage. Bless you—J saw through 


- i 


succeeded in securing this young, rich, and lovely Made sail after him—and overtook him on the 
_ pupil for him. Well, I'll wait jive minutes more, quietest part of the heath. Never a soul was 
| and not an instant longer! [Seats himself discon- near! Putting on a terrible countenance—which 
| tentedly with his watch in his hand—VeERpDANTI is made him shiver in his shoes—I said, “Not a 
| heard outside, singing as he comes along. i word—the watch!” He hesitated. ‘‘ Don’t drive 
: . .,. |Me to extremities,” I growled, “ for you see before 

| Enter VERDANTI, R. U. E., wearing ala ge wide- you a determined man!” Ha, ha! he gave a gasp, 
| awake hat; he hums apassage of music to himself. panded it over, and quaked out, “Take it; but 
| Tsay! yowre a prettv— spare me.” ‘On this oeeasion, I will,” was my 
| Verdanti. [holding up his finger, and going on reply; ‘but thank your stars that in me you hap- 
with his singing.| Hu-ush! [Goes to piano and pened to fall across a merciful man. Begone !” 


PHSHOPPHEOV OTE 14440044 DADA AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA AAA AAAAAAAAAAADDAADAAAAADAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA AAA AAA DAMA DAMA RAA AAA RAR nee 


tries to arrange the passage he ts humming. Which he did; and here am I, watch and all! 
Frank. Ob! bother that, just listen— | Frank. And you let the fellow go? 
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JHE flome figcre, PrivaATE THEATRICALS, AND THE ‘AMERICAN STAGE. 


WD Farce, in One Act. it a ‘co-operative movement.” 
| Frank. (sarcastically.) Ah, well! as you're too 
much occupied to listen to me—I’'1l— 
| 
BY MARTIN BECHER. | [Moves towards door. 
. CAST OF CHARACTERS. | Verd. [jumping up and stopping him.| No you 
Royal Strand, London, 1874,, won't, Grumps. [Pushes FRANK into @ seat.) 
Professor Verdi Verdanti........00+-+2+- Mr. W. H. Terriss. Now, go in and win, old man, I’m all attention. 
Prink: FAWCGUrC iia. 2 eea eh eeewe Soa Cees * H. Carter, : i . , a ° 
| Mr. Laurence Lloyd... cc ccee cece ccc cues *  H. J. ‘Turner. Frank. First of all I should like to know if you 
Decne Dish sos ve reescoreecesssansees 7. Wet think I’m going to be such— 
Nev D WS. ec rede ya canswasedies cece . Edge ; as Aes : . . 
| TRACKODU NY oo6 5 shore 954 05 ds wes cae eae saners ** C,H. Stephenson. | Verd. [iho, thinking of his music, has sidled up 
| Ming Aurora LIA. cecee ccc cceeeeceneenes Mirx Fanny Hushes. (0 the piano, striking @ note. | ‘6 A” flat—yes, I 
| Mra. Kacklebury ..cccvessceececcccececees Mrs. Raymond. was sure of it! | 
| Frank. Eb? 


fifteen, and there isn’t a glimpse of him! Appar- it in a minute! Took a quick glance round— - 
ently he’s perfectly indifferent as to whether I’ve descried my man, scuttling off in the distance— | 
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24 A CRIMELESS CRIMINAL. {Seeno 1. 


it entirely vour own! 


| breathe again ! 


- they’ve traced ne home—lost ! lost ! 


Verd. Oh, I hate police courts and cases ! I got. X 112. [chuckling.] I say, gammon! Your 
my watch—what was the use of prosecuting the parients and gardins is gone out for a walk, I 
poor devil? Besides, I owe him something—he take it—[with dignity]—none of that, yer know! 
has given me an idea—what do you think of this — Verd. istonis hed} You refuse it ? 

[goes to piano] for a powerful song—[Suddenly' X 112. Rather! Yer see, in my purfeshin’, I’ve 
Stops in the last flourish, and points, ina horri- knowed that sort o’ thing get a party inter trou- 
fied manner, at the watch hanging against the’ ble. You seem mighty anxious to get rid of it. 

wall.) Look! what’s that ? | Verd. {hastily.] No, no: youre wrong—quite 

Frank. [walking up to look.}] That? Why, a'a mistake—wouldn’t part with it on any account ! 
watch—isn’t it yours ? jheirloom in my family! only did it to try you! 

Verd. Of course itis! [Dragging FRANK to foot-' You’re an ornament to the police; I must know 
lights, and pulling a watch out of his pocket.) you better—-let me take your number— 
Then—tell ne instantly—whose is this ? X 112. [bristling up.] Stay! 

Frank. Well, if vou'll leave off throttling me Verd. I beg vour pardon, I forgot that opera- 
for a moment, I might suggest that it’s the one tion is unpopular with the force. Put it down 


you so boldly recovered from the thief. ithere, then—very Soda irg points to table— 
Verd. Grumps, old boy, Pm ruined—the boot’s X 112 puts watch down|—and let this feebly ex- 
on the other leg—J’m the thief!) In my usual ab- press my —hem !—gratitude. [Gives money. 


stracted way, I must have forgotten to put my  X 112. [grinning.] That’s the most sensible 
watch in my pocket before I went out, so [ never remark as vou’ve made since I come in. T’ll keep 
had it to lose—don’t you see ?—and the old gen-'a heye on that yere winder, in case youre took 
tleman took me for a footpad, no doubt. Here, with another fit of shvin’ away your property. 
catch hold of the cursed thing! Good harternoon, gents, both. [Aside.] Rummy 
Frank. Well, no—I think Pd rather not! We've go this, as ever I see! [Furit R. U. E. 

been friends all our lives, and our worldly posses-|  Verd. Grumps, old fellow, what am I to do? I 
sions have been pretty much in common; but, as can’t stop in the house with (t—it's worse than a 
this is a case of felony, ’d rather you’d consider dead body! I know—[seizes his wide-awake}— 
Tl leave these lodgings upon the instant. 

Verd. My own! Ha! ha!—listen to its Beelze-' Frank. [stopping him.] Don't be an idiot! I 


— bubijan tick !—it seems io keep up a running ac-. say you shan’t. Here’s a rich pupil coming, by | 


companiment of ‘ Thief, thief, thiet, thief!” I appointment, and you talk in that cool way of 


_ shall go raving mad if I don’t get it out of my bolting. You mustn't think of such a thing. 
sight; so, as you won't have it, here goes! [Runs — Verd. Ah, I see, youre reveling in the antici- — 


to window and throws it out.) There—now I can , pation of beholding me dragged away to penal 
servitude! [Sinks into chair R., looking at watch.] 

Frank. Yes, the room does feel more comforta- Hugh—you beast—I’ve a great mind to smash 
ble—and having happily got rid of the—thearticle, you! [Another knock heard at door. 
hadn’t you better pull yourself together a little. Frank. Be quiet—can’t you? Here she really 
I’ve persuaded the young lady I told you of to is, at last; compose veurself! Make an ettfort, 
come and take some lessons of vou. I expect her man! [Goes and opens door. 
here every minute, with her father, to be intro- 


- duced to vou. Enter DECIMUS DoDD, R. U. E. 


Verd. Thank goodness she didn’t arrive before, Dodd. [mysteriously.] Hist! speak low—they 


; I had disposed of—that! Now, as Shakespeare are only a few doors off. [VERDANTI reels up 


says, ‘being gone, Iam a man again.” against a chair.) I’m Dodd—which is Mr. Ver- 
[Anock at sitting-room door heard. :danti? FRANK points to VERDANTI.] Look 
Frank. Here she is! [Goes and opens door.] here, Mr. Verdanti, can’t we square this? Wasn't 


| Pray walk in. ‘it a mistake? 


Enter POLICEMAX, X 112, R. U. E. Verd. Of course it was—a fearful mistake. Vl 
Verd. [rushes over to FRANK, and writhesin his give it back to them, and humbly apologize— 
arms.) Lost, old man; I shall never survive it— Dodd. Bravo, capital: but there’s no necessity 
‘to do that; when they call, tell them to go about 
X 112. No; there ver just wrong, young man— their business—see ? 
bere to c.J—it arn’t lost! Which o' youtwo — Verd. Eh!—what? 
unatics shied it out o’ winder? If T’adn’t’appen- Dodd. Take the high hand, my dear sir—say 
ed to ’ave my heve on this ’ere ’ouse, with my you've altered your mind. 
’elmet in my hand, and my ‘ankercher a-wipin', Verd. Say P’m going out of it would be nearer 
iny ’ed-—which I kitched it in my ’elmet as it the mark, I think. Look here, just explain how 
come down—it's werry probable as you would you come to be mixed up in this. You've called 
never ha’ seen it again. about the—the— 
Verd. Wretch! | Dodd. Vote, vou know. 
X 112. [in astonishment.) Eh! Verd. Vote—oh, bother! I thought vou came 
Verd. No; T mean best of friends! [Aside.] ‘from Hampstead. 
People may complain of that noble force; but = Dodd. ee Hampstead, my good friend ! 
isn't there always one in the way just when he’s ?Pm Dodd —Decimus Dodd—everybody in this 


hot wanted ? borouch knows Dodd! V’m the Liberal canvasser. 
X 112. Well, ’aving dooly run it in, there you Somebody told me you were a waverer, and had 
are. [Offers watch. — given a half promise to vote blue—you admit 


Verd. No, no—such honesty as yours shaH not you've made a mistake— 
pass unrewarded; keep it, therefore, I beg, asa = Verd. Devil a doubt of it! 
proof of your integrity. | Dodd. Then say that to-morrow we may count 
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Scenel.]  - A.CRIMELESS CRIMINAL. | 25 


on you! There, I shall consider it settled. We | give in like that; look here—why not present it 

must watch, my dear sir—watch—there are thieves to your landlady, Mrs. Kacklebury ? 

about! Ho, ho!—don’t you be caught, Mr. Ver-| Verd. Ha, that’s not a bad idea! ve got it— 

danti. Now, where’s my hat? [Looks for it. | [toMrs. KACKLEBURY ]—Mrs. Kacklebury, you're 
Verd. (aside, hastily, to FRANK.] Frank, en- what is vulgarly, but forcibly, denominated a 

gage him in conversation for a second. - “stunner!” In bringing back that watch you’ve 

ank. [to Dopp.| And are the Conservative done me a great—hem !—service. I procured it 
canvassers following in your steps to see that you as a small offering to your daughter Jane, for the 
are not one too many for them, Mr. Dodd ? trouble she takes in waiting on me. 

[ Whist FRANK is speaking to DODD, VERDANTI' Mrs. K. La! now—what a kind gentleman! 
Jastens the ribbon of the watch onto one ofthe Verd. Not at all !—when’s her birthday ? 
buttons of DopD’s coat. | Mrs. K. Just four months from to-morrow ; 
Dodd. That’s it, sir—that’s it—you’ve hit it; but— 

but excuse me, I haven’t a moment to spare.’ Verd. Good! Now, to prevent any further ac- 

Good day, gentlemen — good day — remember, | cidents—for I’m so dreadfully careless—take it 

early to-morrow, Mr. Verdanti! [rit rapidly. |away at once—lock it up—don’t let a soul know 
Verd. [shaking hands violent!y with FRANK.] that you’ve got it—be as silent about it as the 

Ive done ee Grumps; he has carried it away with grave, mind !—and on the proper morning let her 


him ; it’s right this time—tne clouds disperse have it! No thanks, I insist—([getting her towards 
once more, old friend; and we may say we have’ the door)—we will consider this little affair a se- | 
seen the last of it now! I could do a breakdown, | cret between ourselves! ) 
I’m so happy ! Mrs. K. (making an effort to speak.) But— | 
[Both execute a variety of fantastic capers. Verd. No—I won’t hear a word. | 

Frank. Well, now that our minds really are at! Mrs. K. [still struggling to speak.) My hus- 
rest, to return to business. band will— | 
Verd. Just so. This new pupil isa lovely fe-| Verd. Not a syllable, my dear Mrs. Kacklebury | 
male—eh, Frank, with gold? Ha, ha! -;—I am so very busy! [Gets Mrs. KACKLEBURY | 


[Knock heard at door. |out of the room, and shuts the door.) Hurrah! | 
Frank. Hush; I’m convinced that she’s at the ‘old man, the Angel of Hope waves her what-d’ye 
door at this very instant. ‘callum pinions over us—and we are saved! 
[Goes to door R. U. E.—opens it ceremoniously. | Frank. You mean you are. 


Enter Mrs. KaCKLEBURY. VERDANTI and! ,,/¢%% Locked up in gome old box of Mother 


K’s, it can’t be found for ever so long. Once 
FRANK, catching sight of a dress, commence more { walk erect before my fellow-man! and— 


bowing profoundly, without looking up. [knock heard at the door|—don’t !—don’t say it’s 
Verd. Lovely stranger, welcome to this poor coming back again ! 


bower — _ Frank. No, no—it’s her—she’s here at last—it 
Mrs. K. La! now, what a funny gentleman you | muvt be. ! 


are, Mr. Verdanti. Which a stranger Iam mot; Verd. [nervously.] I think you've said that at 
and, although I don’t say but what I was some-'least once before’ this afternoon—however, go 
thing to look at, afore "Melia, my eldest, were born ‘ and see. [FRANK opens door. 
-—as a mother of fourteen, and all alive but two 

—yow're a-flatterin’ of me hawful! Likewise a Enter AURORA LLOYD, R. U. E. 

‘“‘poor bower” you is ot—which is a-doin’ of it Frank. Good afternoon, Miss Lloyd; I began 
beautiful. ‘to be afraid you were not coming to-day. , 


Verd. [aside.] Confound the old woman, what Aurora. I’m so sorry, Mr. Fancourt; I hope — 
has she come bothering about? I don’t owe her you'll forgive me for keeping you waiting. Papa | 
any rent. eae My good Mrs. Kacklebury, ‘would call upon an old friend on the road; and, 
we're dreadfully busy; could you conveniently put asI couldn’t get him away, I’ve left him to follow 
off what you have to say till another time? ‘me here. Please introduce me to Mr. Verdanti. 

Mrs. K. Well, I cowd, but I guess you wouldn't | ‘Frank. Mr. Verdi Verdanti, this is Miss Lloyd, | 
thank me if I did. I’ve a message for vou. the lady I— | 

Frank. From her, no doubt. | Aurora. § 1 gether Charley Green ! 

Mrs. K. [to FRANK.| Beggin’ your pardon, sir,’ Verd. ; J yea 
it ain’t from no her at all, but from an’im. [To They rush to each other and exchange greetings. 
VERDANTI.] Mr. Dodd sends you his compli- rank. [opening his eyes.) Why, you seem to 
ments, and ’opes you'll be more careful of your know each other, somehow: 
property ; for, jest as he were a-goin’ out o’ the: Aurora. [laughing.| Yes; we're old _ friends, 
front door, he found this—[ producing watch])— Mr. Fancourt. 1 say, Charley, is Verdi Verdanti 
hangin’ somehow to his coat; and, not ’avin’ time your new professional title ? 
to come back, arst me to bring it to you at once,’ Verd. Exactly—as ‘Charles Green,” you see, | 
for fear you should be a-frettin’ over the loss of it.‘ nobody would have anything to say to me; but 

Verd. [who has fallen on FRANK’S shoulder— ‘Professor Verdi Verdanti” is ae another thing. 
aside to FRANK.] It’s no use, Frank, murder will; Avrora. What glorious fun! But, I say, sir, 
out ‘—if that thing were locked in a Chubb’s safe, ' it’s very lucky that you and papa never met at 
and dropped into the river, it would come up to Brighton, or, with Ais old-fashioned notions, your 
the top again somehow. I'd better go and give change of name would stamp you as apickpocket, , 


myself up at once to X 112. or something worse, bevond all doubt. | 
Mrs. K. [aside.| Why, the fright of losing that | Verd. Don’t be the least afraid—I intend to 
there watch have quite upset him, poor man! make him like me awfully —his taste must be good 


Frank. [aside t) VERDANTI.] No, no, no—don’t with such a daughter. | 
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_ “merry Swiss boy !” 


A CRIMELES 


nm gL oe 


expects to see you here when he comes, I know. 
Verd. There, sit down, Grumps, and look agree- 
able—we're going to give you a treat. [FRANK 
sits down.j Do you know, Aurora, I haven’t felt 
so exceedingly happy for a long time! I’ve been 
rather in the dumps lately; but now, what with 
your presence, coupled with the absence of some- 
thing which has been worrying me, I’m a regular 
Knock at door heard. 
That’s dare say; now, Char- 


Aurora. apa, 


_ ley—Professor Verdanth I mean—just take care 


to behave yourself! 
Verd. Ail right, Aurora. 


Frank, open the 
door, like a good fellow. 


[FRANK opens door. 
Enter KACKLEBURY, B. U. E, Slightly tipsy. 


Kacklebury. Look here, young fellow, I’m ’spec- 
table man—my /fumily’s ’spectable man! 
d’you mean a-tryin’ on your tricks on my daughter? 


Verd. Excuse me one moment, Miss Lloyd—this | 


person happens, unfortunately, to be my landlord. 
[To KACKLEBURY.] Fellow, walk out of this room, 
and be smart about it! If there hadn’t been a 
lady present, I should have dropped 
tht window, for your insolence ! 

Kackle. All very fine, my bantam, that’s sort o’ 
game two can play at—jes’ vou ansher my ques- 
tion, what d’ ye mean— 

Frank. Mr. Kacklebury, you’re laboring under 
some mistake ; my friend isn’t capable— 

Kach'e. (to FRANK.) Jes’ you shut up—nobody 


_ ashk’ your ’pinion,—wot’s he mean by givin’ my 


pal this? [produces watch — VERDANTI and 
FRANK exchange agonizing glances.) There! 
[ Dashing it down on table.) Keep your shnares 
to ’self and wacate these ’partments ’mediately— 
I’d thrash you comforbly for tup-pence, but as 
lady’s there, putit off till’morrow. Servant, mum 
—[{to VERDANTI]—you clear out sharp, mind, or 
ll know reason why. [Staggers out, R. U. E. 

Aurora. What does it all mean ? I hope, Charles, 
that you— 

Verd. Certainly not, my dear Aurora; explain 
it all to you in a moment—in confidence, of course. 
Frank, there, wished to make that old savage’s 
daughter a present, for—sewing on buttons and 
all that sort of thing, and the maniac has imagined 
that it came froin me. 

Frank. [aghast.| Come, Verdant—you know— 

Verd. Yes, yes, my dear fellow, neturally, I 
was coming to that. What Frank wishes you tv 
understand, Aurora, is that the affair is perfectly 
Platonic—for that I give my word— 

frank. [aasping-} But you know— 

Verd. Of course ; need we say any more on the 
subject, Aurora ? 


Aurora. Certainly not; Mr. Fancourt’s feelings: 
' do him the greatest credit, and I won't hear any- | 


thing further. Now—I must go back and look 


S CRIMINAL. 


What! 


you out of 


[Scene 1. 


‘another instant would have revealed to the woman 

I love the fact of my being a species of ‘ trvolun- 
tary thief?” But away with trifling griefs and petty 
.animosities! [Points to watch.] What are we to 
do with that? Listen how it mocks at us with its 
horrid tick ! [Sharp knock at the door heard. 


Enter LAURENCE LLOYD, R. U. E.; at sight of 
him VERDANTI shrinks back to further side of 
the stage, dragging FRANK with him. 


| Frank. [aside to VERDANTI.] Let go—d’ye 
|hear, Verdanti! don’t be a fool, it’s her father. 

| Verd. No, no, no—don’t say that ; it’s the man 
from whom I took the watch on Hampstead Heath! 
| rank. [amazed.] Impossible: 

| Verd. [inagony.] Look, he’s going to the table; 
stop him, he’ll see it! 

Frank. {to LLtoyp.] Good day, Mr Lloyd, glad 
to see you've found your way. [Whilst FRANK ts 
speaking, VERDANTI ties his head up in @ large 
pocket handkerchief, which he takes out of his pocket. 
| . Lloyd. Yes, thankee, Fancourt ; but where’s my 
daughter? She left me to come on here. e 
| Frank. And duly arrived; but she got rather 
anxious about you, and went to look after you. 
| Lloyd. Ah, well, then I'll wait till she comes 
iback. [Is going to seat himself by the table, with 
the watch on it. 
| Frank. (trying to get him away.| Let me offer 
‘you this chzir, it’s the most coiniortable in the 
| room. [Offers one at the other end of the room. 


Lloyd. Thenkee—no—this 21 do very well. 


[Seats himself by table.) And now, I should like | 


to be introduced to your friond. 

| Frank. Professor Verdcnti, this is Mr. Laurence 
‘Lioyd. [siey bow. 

| Verd. [making diabolical grimaces and disguis- 
‘ing his voice.] Tank you, no, I hav’ one littel gold 
in mein hett. 

Lloyd. Hullo, what's this? My. Fancourt, sir 
you distinctly informed me, though your friend 
‘had a foreign name, he was an Englishman born. 
I won’t have my daughter taught by a foreigner! 

Frank. Quite right, Mr. Lloyd, the professor ts 
‘an Enelishman—it’s the—the cold in his head de- 
‘ceives you. [Aside to VERDANTI.] What the 
devil are you about?) Drop that absurd lingo. 
| Verd. pe to Frank.] If he recognizes my 
voice, I shall be ruined. _-* 
| Frank. [aside to VERDANTI.) Yow’ll be ruined 
‘if he gets it into his head that you're a foreigner. 

Verd. [aloud, trying to disguise his voice.| Pm 
English to the backbone, Mr. Lloyd, and wouldn’t 
be anything else for all the money in the world ! 

Lloyd. That's well said—very well said; now, 
have you any objection to give me a song whilst 


| for papa; I shall be here again almost directly with I’m waiting—“ Rule Britannia,” or something ? 
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: 


Frank. The professor would sing you one with thing on in my life!—that’s Fancourt’s. [Point- 

. pleasure, sir, I’m sure, but— ing to wide-awake on table, FRANK lifts up his 

| Verd. [still with disguised voice.) Mr. Lloyd hands and shakes his head in utter astonishment. 

| will kindly excuse me to-day on account of the Lloyd. Ah! Well, a total stranger in a wide- 

,; cold—another time I shall bemost happy. [Passes awake bat rendered me a signal service this after- 
behind Mr. LLoyn’s chair, and after a little dodg- | noon—a stalwart ruffian— 

| ing about, contrives to secure the watch from table Verd. Pardon my interrupting you, but I like to 

| without attracting attention, lifts up one of the tails: be particular. Frank, was it this afternoon or 

of Mr. LLoyn’s coat, and drops it into the pocket.’ yesterday that I borrowed your wide-awake hat ? 

Lloyd. [unsuspiciously.] Never mind the cold.. Frank. Oh! this afternoon. Verdanti—cer- 


, Verd. {to LLoyD, still in disguised voice.) Still 

| it is bad for the organ, sir—very bad—and the 

| organ must not be trifled with. 

| Enter AURORA, R. U. E., during this conversation, 

| who looks with astonishment at VERDANTI, with 
his head tied up—she beckons to FRANK. 

Aurora. (aside to FRANK.] What’s the matter 
with Charles ? 

Frank. [aside to AURORA.] Toothache—sud- 
den attack: but don’t notice it, it annoys him. 

Lloyd. So you’ve got back, Rory—here I am, 
all safe, you see. 

Aurora. Yes, you tease; and I’ve had my walk 
after you for nothing. [Zo VERDANTI.] I must 
apologize for running away, Mr. Verdanti. 

Verd. [in his natural voice.] Oh, pray don’t 
mention it, Miss Lloyd; you had scarcely gone, 
when your father arrived. 

Lloyd. Now that’s very singular; but I could 
swear I’ve heard your voice somewhere, before 
ody ERDANTI looks horrified]—and what’s more 
odd, I can’t help fancying your features are not 
altogether unfamiliar to me. 

[VERDANTI commences to distort his face. 

Frank. [laughing, nervously.) Ha, ha, ha! 
These accidental resemblances are very funny. 

Aurora. [aside, pityingly, (o VERDANTI.] Is the 
' toothache very bad—you poor boy? 
| Verd. [asile to AURORA.] It isn’t the tooth- 

ache, it’s inflammation of the what-d’ye-call-it of 


the eye. 
{aside to VERDANTI.] Why, Mr. Fan- 


Aurora. 
court distinctly said it was toothache ! 
Verd. [aside to AURORA.] Did he? Oh, ah, 
_ yes, so it is—and what-d’ye-call-it as well. By 
' the way, don’t you think this would be a good op- 
_ portunity to tell your papa we've seen each other 
before ? 
| Aurora. [aside to VERDANTI.] Perhaps it would. 
| [Aloud.] Papa, wasn’t it very singular, when I 
' came here to-day I found that Cha—Mr. Verdanti 
| and myself were quite old friends; he used to visit 
| at aunt’s and give me all sorts of useful hints about 
| my singing. 
| 


Lloyd. The deuce! that’s very funny, and Z’m 

| quite sure I knew him somewhere too. I’ve been 

| telling Mr. Fancourt I’m certain to remember 
where, presently —I never forget a face. 

Verd. (aside.] If this case doesn’t prove an ex- 
ception, then it’s all over with ae! [Aloud.] 
Miss Lloyd, let me show you some of my songs. 

They go to piano and AURORA looks at them. 
| loyd. [jumping up suddenly.| Ive got it!—the 
' place was Hampstead—the time this afternoon! 
| (VERDANTI utterly collapses.) A total stranger in 
| &@ Wide-awake hat—[swddenly to VERDANTI]— 
by the way, do you wear a wide-awake hat ? 
Verd. [recovering himself.} Never put such a 


itainly not yesterday. 

Verd. I thought so—pray proceed, Mr. Lloyd. 

Lloyd. As I was saying—a stalwart ruffian had 
robbed me of my watch, and whilst I was bewail- 
‘ing my loss, a voice at iy elbow roused me from 
my unpleasant refiections. I told my troubles, 
and the stranger in the wide-awake hat comforted 
me, evel promised to use all his endeavors to re- 
store Ine my property. Now, the faces of those 
two individuals have got muddled in my head 
somehow, perhaps because I wasn’t very collected 
at the time; of course you couldn’t have been the 
foot-pad, so you must have been the amiable 
stranger, for one of the two I’ll swear you are. 

Verd. [taking the handkerchief off his head. 
Further concealment, my dear Mr. Llovd, woul 
be out of place. Do me the favor to feel in your 
right-hand coat-tail pocket, and say if I haven’t 
been as good as my word. ee Jeels in his 
pocket and brings out the watch. 

Lloyd. [in utter astonishment.] My own watch ! 

Aurora. Oh, papa, how much obliged you ought 
to be to Mr. Verdanti! 

Lloyd. So I am, my dear, but how on earth did 
you do it? 

Verd. Excuse me, the particulars of the recovery 
[ am not at liberty to divulge. I think I am right 
in asserting that this really is your watch ? 

Lloyd. My watch! of course it is! As if I could 
make any mistake ; why, next to my daughter, 
there isn’t anything I possess by which I set so 
much store—it’s an institution in our family—been 
regularly handed down from father to son for 
ever so long; my greatest regret is that I haven’t 
a son to bequeath it to in due course, when I die. 

Verd. Most distressing ; but on serious reflection, 
don’t you think, sir, a son-in-LAW would answer 
the purpose equally as well? [Taking AURORA’S 
hand.] We haven’t confided in you up to the 
present time, because we’re both so bashful, 
especially myself; but if you'll be generous and 
only give me time, I do trust some day, by all 
sorts of good conduct, to merit your consent. 

Lloyd. Well, this is rather sudden, but I owe 
you a good turn I must confess, so we'll think of 
it. Aurora doesn’t look as if the idea were alto- 
gether unpleasing to her, and some day, perhaps, 
‘Ymay be persuaded to give you my daughter's 
| hand m exchange for your having given me back 
my watch! 

Verd. Thank you very much, Mr. Lloyd; you 
know they say exchange is no robbery. [| Aside, 
iat footlights.| And now, as a happy termination 
to all my troubles, it only requires the verdict of 
‘an enlightened public to pronounce me, in their 
opinion, ‘‘ A CRIMELESS CRIMINAL.” 


THE END. 
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WD Farce, in One Act. 
BY W. S. WEBSTER. : 


CAST OF CHARACTERS. 


PAU 6035s 5 2ksks: AE RGREN CERRO AES Mr. Leigh Murray. 
DB BE ek eR BERG CASO EIS * Keeley. 

Mr SUfO cw eaid< . Gas iknow Saad Ga eacee en “* G. Lee. 

PORN ite CRESS e we wale saan “Jas. Rogers. 
Baer, UGH 858 58 Aa 08 oR SS Mra. Stoker. 

Dark Lai: cas cei ceeae wast ache ve ee Miss C. LeLacheur. 


EX!ts AND ENTRANCES.—R. means Richt: L. Left; R. D. Right eg a 
D. Left Door; 8. E. Second Entrance; 0. BE. Upper Entrance: M.D 

RELATIVE We bara means Right, L. omen MR 
Right Centre; L. C. Left Contre, &c. The reader is aS ioeed to be ont. e 
Staye, facing the audience 


ScENE.—Interior of Hotel. Doors R. and L. 2 E. 
Doors Rk. and L. 3 E., marked 8 and 9. Dvorc., 
backed by landing-place and stirs. Over doors 
a bell is seen, practicable. Table C., with large 
vase of flowers upon tt. In front of vase, pens, 
ink and paper. Chairs. JOSEPH discovered. 


Joseph. [calling of.] Napkin and Dill, two 
hocks, two champagnes iced, No. 4; I must put. 
them down. ee riting ona "state. Hocks brisk, 
champagne effervesces ; trade’s looking up ; only 
that unfortunate turbot on hand, and if left much | 
longer—for already eight days have passed since 
he left the briny. Ihave pressed persons to try 
it garnished with smelts—no one will—[holding 
his nose]—so I suppose it will come to us in 
the kitchen. 

Enter PAUL and LADY, C., with a close veil; he 
haus a large handkerchief round his face, his 
eyes being seen, and his hat pressed over his face, 
and glass in his eye; he seems agitated. 

Paul. [c.] Waiter! 

[LaDy looks at WAITER, he turns away his head. 
Jos. [R.} Sir! 

Paul. A room—quick! [Turns Lapy’s head. 

Jos. No. 8isready, but it don’t look onto the 
street—[PAUL turns Lapy’s head]—if the lady 
wont mind waiting a minute. 

Paul. [turns Lapy’shead.] Wait—can’t wait— 
never walt—where’s your 8 ? 

Jos. Here, sir. [PAUL turns Lapy’s head. Jo- 
SEPH opens the door of room R.3 E.) This way, miss. 


OF. 


WITH 


CASTS OF CHARACTERS, STAGE BUSINESS, COSTUMES, RELATIVE POSITIONS, &C., 
ADAPTED TO 


HE Flome figcre, PRIVATE JHEATRICALS, AND THE ‘AMERICAN TAGE. 


rress, in the year 1876, by WHeat & CORNKTT, ip the he Office 
oben of Congress, at 


_ Adelphi, London, 1855. | can’t understand. 
| She enters room. | 


‘shall happen. 


“That which pleases long, and pleases ases Many, must possess some merit."—DR. JOHNSON. 
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Lady. uneuteniigihediomd Ah! Pauldear— 
Laty Don’t call me by my name; what, love? 
. Paul, hem! dear! I have left my para- 
on in a: carriage. 
Paul. Very well; Il fetch it. But do go in— 
if I am seen here-— . [Turns her head. 
Lady. And if you are? 
[ Aside.}] She 


Paul. It might compromise me. 
Aloud, handing her to the door. 


nter—enter ! [Taking of his 
handkerchief.| Confound it; I am perspiring at 
eyery pore. It is the last time this sort of thing 
Upon my honor—my honor as a 
-gentleman—it’s too—too—positively! especially 


. with this one. She’d a mania for poking her head 


‘out of the coach window to show every one she’s 
‘Tiding ina carriage. Some women are like lost 


‘bracelets, like to be advertised, and under the 


circumstances I don’t like it. A man on change, 
going to be married in fifteen days to the daugh- 
ter of a doctor, ’tis most dangerous—very danger- 
ous; a doctor, too, who has confessed to me that 
he never attends his own family. This induced 
me to ask his daughter’s hand. It was in choosing 
the wedding presents that I discovered the sweet- 
est little milliner. It is very dangerous, very, for 
a young man to buy wedding presents; a man- 
trap’s nothing to it. There you're only caught by 
the leg ; and she’d the loveliest hand and mouth 
—very dangerous. Last week—only last week— 
IT lost myself in a mantua-maker’s; but that’s 
over now. It’s very wrong—very—this sort of 
thing; butif no one knows it, where’s the harm? 
and as this is the last ttme— 


Enter JOserit Jrom No. 8 with the LADY’S shal 
and bonnet. 


Jus. Yes, miss, directly. [Zo PAUL.) Sir, the 
lady is asking for you. 


_ Paul. [v.] Very well; I will go and pay the 
parasol, and bring the coachman. I mean— 
JOS. (L-] Shall I bring the bill of fare, sir? Tur- 


bot very fresh! Smelt fine. 
Paul. Really; and the salmon ? 
Jos. Salmon's good; but I can’t say so much of 
that asthe turbot. 
Paul. Oh, then! salmon for two. 
Jos. [alone.] Turbot! 
[Calling of] Salmon for two—two. [Looking at 
No. 8.) He must be first-class. 


[Exit c. 


J 
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Nogo. He’suptosnuff. | 


Second-class cits | 


Pant. Miss, sir—miss—how do you know she’s turbot: third-class cod and oyster sauce. 
a miss ? [PAUL turns her head. Dr. BILe enters quickly, c.. with a lady veiled on 
Jos. Only guessed, sir. _ hisarm. He wears ared wig and green spec- 
PAUL pushes him into room. | tacles, coat buttoned up. 
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Dr. B. (fio, the Lapy.] Quick; make haste! 
[Aloud.] Waiter! a room for myself and niece. 


The L. But, sir? 


Dr. B. [aside.] Be quiet; it saves appearances. 
| Jos. If you will wait tive minutes; I can offer you 
' one with two windows looking on the street— 
beautiful prospect. 
Dr. B. Beautiful prospect! 
then. Have you not got a nice shady room, dark ? 
The L. Sir? 
Dr. B. It will be more cosy. 
Jos. ‘Then No. 9’s the ticket; only a skylight, 
| one pane; ventilation through the keyhole. 
| Dr. B. Thevery thing. [To Lapy.] Goin, niece. 
The L. But I am not— 
| Dr. B. [making her enter.] I always save ap- 
pearances. [Zhe LADY enters the room No. Y. 
JOSEPH follows her ulone.| No one about. [He 
takes off his spectacles and wig, his head is bai, | 
wiping his forehead.| Upon my honor, the honor 
of a gentleman, this is the first time this sort of 
_ thing has occurred, and I’m quite in a perspira- 
tion. [Sits L.] Fancy one being in an hotel, | 
with a young lady, no niece of mine, no relative 
position ; she is a little dyer to whom I have given 
my custom for the last two months. I have let 
her dye and re-dye all my waistcoats. [Sighing 
and opening his coat.) This was originally white, 
then yellow, then blue, and now bottle-green—at 
each dip my passion took a deeper tint till the 
_ die was cast—([comes down c.J|—and I prescribed , 
for her a little country air and a dinner téte-a-téte 
—a dinner’s her only weak point; to the distilla- , 
tions of my love she’s as insoluble as bismuth. I | 
live in hopes her pulse will beat quicker. Hopes! 
no, they fade away before the optical illusion of , 
my wife. For I’m married—I blush to own it— 
mankind is not perfect. Her image isever before 
me, with her large gray eyes, rosy pimpled face— 
dimpled face; then I tremble; I sink into my 


I won't have it; 


| 


Srom each other, go upc. and meet face to face. 


shoes, formy conduct is vile, base—very. [Chang-_ 
ing his tone.| Now let us sce what we shall have | 


Dr. B. {writing.| Sole au Gratin; but I have , 
ordered turbot. | 
Paul. [writing.| Cutlets a la Maintenon. 
Dr. B. [writing.| Bef Stik au pomme— 
[The two pens meet as they are putting them into 
the inkstand. 
Pauw. After you, sir. 
Dr. B. After you, sir. 
Paul. [looking at him.| Ab, why it is—[Rises. 
Dr. B. Goodness gracious! |Rises. They turn 


Paul. Father-in-law ! 
Dr. B. Son-in-law! 
Paul. [aside.| Hooked! 
Dr. B. Physicked ! 
Paul. [trying to look indifferent. ] 
what I call an unexpected pleasure. 

Dr. B. Yes—yes, very unexpected. 

Paul. (aside. I wish I was at Constantinople. 

Dr. B. Are you stopping here ? 

Paul. Me? Oh no—that is—and your wife, 
how is she, very well ? | 

Dr. B. [coughing.] Like me, a slight cold. 

Paul. So much the better, eh? 

Dr. B. Thank you—thank you. [Perceiving 
the parasol that PAUL has placed under his arm.] 
Ah! what have you there—a parasol ? 

Paul. aside-| Confound it. [Aloud.] Eh, 
so it is. ‘ho has put that under my arm. Oh! 
yours. [He puts it under Dr. B.’s arm. 

Dr. B. [giving it back.] Not a bit of it. 
[PAUL puts the paper he was writing in his pocket. 

Paul. [aside.| May the devil fly away with it, 

yI! [Aloud.} I will give it back to the waiter. 

Dr. B. [aside, frightened.) 1 think I heard 
some one move in No. 9. 

Paul. [aside, looking at No. 8.] I hope that 
milliner won't poke her head out just now. I 
have a great desire to bolt. [Aloud.] Do you in- 
tend to dine here to-day ? 

Dr. B. I, indeed! ding here! 

Paul. Oh! you are of my opinion, rather too 


[Come down to C. 
Oh! this is 


8a 


for dinner. 
Enter JOSEPH from No. 9, with bonnet and shawl. 


Jos. Have you ordered, sir? 

Dr. B. No. 
| Jos. Here is the bill of fare. Pen, ink, and paper. 
Dr. B. [sitting at left of table c.] Let’s see. 
Jos. Oh, turbot, very fresh. Smelt fine. 
Dr. B. {should like stewed ecls. 
Jos. Can’t say much for the eels, but the turbot. 
Dr. B. Turbot be it. | 
_ __dos. A cit—second class. 

_ [He takes the two bonnets and shawls and exits c. 
Dr. B. [reading the bill of fare.| Let me see. 
[He goes on reading.] Oysters—aye. Potage a. 

Bisque. 
Enter PAUL, C., with a parasol opened. 


Paul. Here’s our parasol. It rains—it hasbeen! 
of service. [He shuts it and folds it up.] Now! 
then for the banquet—a feast of sole and a flow of. 
champagne, something simple but savory. [He 
sits down at right of table c. DR. BILE is still read- 
ing the bill of fare. PAUL takes a pen and thinks. | 
They are concealed from each other by the vase. 

Dr. B. Oysters. | 

Paul. [writing.| Potage ala Reine. 

Dr. B. [(writing.| Potage ala Bisque. 

Paul. (writing.| Rouget a la Cardinal. 
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suspicious. 
Dr. B. T entered, as you see—to enter—ah yes, 
to write a prescription. 
Ps i up the paper he had written on. 
Paul. So did I. 


Dr. B. You write a prescription ? 

Paul. No, a receipt for pickles—peculiar sort— 
that was promised the host here; as I like the 
man, I thought I’d order a slight cold collation 
for a philanthropic society, of which I am presi- | 
dent. [Showing him his card.] You see, Potage 
alu Reine. e 

Dr. B. For two? 

Paul. Ycs, we are but two, the president and 
vice-president, but it is a society which promises 
much. 

Dr. B. For what purpose was it established ? 

Paul, What purpose ? Leen, Confound it. 
[Aloud.] Oh, we intended to raise money to buy 
trowsers for the Caftirs or Hottentots. 

Dr. B. {uneasily.] Ah, it’s a fine idea. I will 
give vou three pair when I’ve had them dyed. 

Paul. My dear father-in-law ! 

Dr. B. Good son-in-law, let us go. [Take 
arms.| Which way are you going ? 

Paul. [hesitatingly.|] Oh! and you— 

Dr. B. To the observatory, to see a patient. 

Pau. I, to the bank, so we'll walk together. 

[They go up. 
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30 VLL TELL YOUR WIFE. [Scene 1. 


| 
JOSEPH entering C. Dr. B. [amiably.] Paul! 

Jos. Gentlemen, what have you ordered ? [They sit at table and shake hands. 

Dr. B. [embarrassed.| Eh, ordered ? Paul. [aside.] 1 hope he won't expect me to ask 

Paul. (indignantly.] Eb, ordered? Waiter, you him to dine with me. 
are impertinent. _ Dr, B. Good appetite to you, Paul. [Goes up. 

Dr. B. [indignantly.] Waiter, you are imperti-| Paul. [astonished.] Are you going down-stairs ¢ 
nent. [Ereunt armin arm, C. r. B. Yes, I dine below. | 

Jos. aloud, astonished.) What’s the matter? Pauw. And I above, father-in-law. Pas 
They’re gone! Oh, but they’ve peo thetwo! Dr. B. Son-in-law. Bowing. 
ladies. I think they’re a-poking fun at me, and : . 
inaking their ladies the cee they ought to be: er J OSBEB AUD a? eC) DUNE ce: 
getting tidgetty; my curiosity’s riz, and—[ap- | Jos. Gentlemen, do you dine together ? 
proaching the door of No. 8}|—I must have an eye| Paw. [hesitating.) But— 


ing ee. Dr. B. That is— 
to business, [ile tooks through the key-hole. | “Fos, Very well, I will lay the cloth directly. 
Enter PAUL, ¢. ! 


Dr. B. [aside to JOSEPH.) Fool]! 
Paul. That’s right. I have put my worthy; Jos. [astonished.] What have I done? 
father-in-law into an omnibus. | Paul. [to BILE.] What a happy inspiration 
Jos. [still looking through the key-hole.| Poor that waiter has. I never thought of it. 
thing! I feel for her. | Dr. B. Nori; after all, one can’t think of 
Paul. [seeing him.] Ah! ieee hicks him. — evervthing. 


Jos. [turning bolt upright.) Did you ring, sir ? Jos. [crossing to No. 8 with plates.) T will lay » 


Paw. Til wring your neck for you; pen, ink, the cloth in No. 8, gentlemen. 
and paper—I must make my order again. Paul. Not No. 8 [Pushes him over to No. 9. 
Jos. There, sir! there, sir! Jos. In No. 9, then ? 
Paul. (to the door of No. 8.) To console you,; Dr. B. Not there. [Pushes him over to No. 8. 
dear, you shall have some champagne. Jos. Where then? 
[He writes right of table c. Paw. Ab! where then f 
Jos. [aside.} Let’s see what the other is doing., Dr. B. Here! 


[He approaches the door of No. 9. | Paul. Yes. This ante-chamber, where you can 
ae see every one. 
Enter DR. BILE, C., without noticing PAUL. Dr. B. And every one can see you. 
Dr. B. T left the omnibus at the corner. Pad. Extremely convenient, I must say. 
[He takes off his wig and spectacles again. Jos. In five minutes you will be served. Last) 
Jos. [looking through the key-hole, No.9.) She’s What a funny idea! They take two rooms anc 


smoking. dine in the passage. [E-rit c. 
oe , Teepe 
eg een aos ee him, |lnter JOSEPH with a waiter, who lays a cloth for 
Jos. [turning bolt upright.] Oh! coming, sir. dinner on table 3E.L. Bread, &c., &e. 
Exit c. Paul. [aside.| Things are getting very un- 
Dr. B. {feeling tn his pockets.}] Oh, good! I’ve pleasant. ; 
Jost that piece of paper; I must write itoutagain.,; Dr. B. [aside.] Thad better have stopped in 
[He sits L., at the same tableas PAuL. the omnibus. [.dloud.] How pleased Iam to have 
Paul. (eeriting.| Potage ala Reine. met. you. 
Dr. B. Potage ala Cardinal. | Pan. And I—I was going to dine alone. It’s 
Paul. Cotelette ala Maintenon. so miserable, tceo, to dine alone; and I said to 
Dr. B. Bifstikauc pommes—|[ Their pens mecton | myself, if I coud only meet my father-in-law. 
the border of inkstand ; recognizing PauL.] Oh! | Dr. B. And I—I said to myself, I hope to good- 
Paul. On! Dess mv son-in-law could but tind his way here. 
Dr. B. My son-in-law. Paid. If you only Knew the pleasure you give 
Paul. Father-in-law! Oh, ah! bow’s your me. [He shakes his hand. The bell of No. 8 rings. 
patient ? \ The bells are hung over the doors, so that they are 
Dr. B. [stammering.| He’s very well. [E was. seen in motion. Aside.) Now that’s begun. 
told he was dead, and so I had some mustard! Dr. B. That's No. 8. [Lhe bell of No. 9 rings. 
poultices put on him, [.Aside.}] What an ass [| Paul. No, it’s No. 9. 
am! I tremble like an aspen. | Dr. B. [aside.] Tm on thorns. [Aloud.] Some- 
Paid, [aside.j It’s very odd. If I did not Know body ringing. 
father-in-law so well, [ should think he was care | Prod, Most likely. 
rving on some intrigue. Dr. B. (uneasily.) At hotels, when persons 
Dr. B. (aside.] How he looks at me; [I wonder want the waiter, they ring. 
if he has come back to watch me. [Alowd.] IT Paul. It seems you know all about it. [The 
thought you had gone to—to the— bell of No. 8 rings again. PAUL and BILE strike 
Paul, Exactly—no. [said to myself they ean table icith fork, to drown the bells. 
arrange it without moe; Pl go there when alls | Paul [aside] She's getting furious—she will 
ready, and so I came back here. never leave off. [/fe ques up back.] Here’s a 
Dr. B. 'To dine? ‘magnificent melon—how to draw his atteution ! 
Paul, Why, ves, I thought so too; after all, we = Jr. B. Thank you—it disagrees with me with- 
were rather fastidious. And you? out sua. ee two bells ring violently. 
Dr. B. I thought so, too; so I came back too.’ = Parl. [aside.] The crisis approaches. 
Paul. [aside.] Good! It will be all right, pro- = Dr. B. I'm ina hot bath. [They rap on the table. 
vided he don’t ask me to dinner. | Paul, (loudly, in order to drown the noise of the 
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Whot Who? la large lump of bread on the plate—vinegars and 
Dr. B. [trying to keep the door of No.9 closed.) | peppers it abundantly. | 
The plasterer who fell. What did he break ? | Dr. B. [putting a few radishes on his plate, | 
Paul. Nothing. Eh, yes; he broke his fall. which he places on the ground beside him.| I won- 
[ Aside, pushing door. } She must be a she Hercules. der if she likes radishes. [Puts a large quantity | 
Enter J th of salt, mustard, and a large lump of bread. | 
a ar ad ” Paul. Something to drink! [PauL and Dr. | 
Jos. Gentlemen, dinner. BILE’s hands catch the bottle at the same time. ] | 
Paul. [aside.] Confound it! I dare not budge. | Allow me to offer you some? 
Dr. B. (aside.] What a position Pm in. Dr. B. No—I beg. ! 


they up to? [Aloud.] Will you take your places,i Dr. B. Doneagain! [DR. BILE cuts bread and 


gentlemen ? |butter. PAu takes the decanter and fills the bot- 
Paul. [leaning against the door.) Certainly— : tle with water, unseen by DR. BILE. 

certainly ! Paul. Have you read the Debuts ? 
Dr. B. Directly. Now, Paul. Dr. B. Yes, yesterday’s. [He puts the decanter 
Paul. After you. on the ground near the radishes.| Some butter— 


an idea. [He turns the key in the lock and puts it! 
it in his pocket. [He puts more butter. 


_ [Noise of locking.) That’s a key for a dead-lock. | Take that to No. 8. [Giving duck, etc.) Lock 


Jos. I’ve laid for four. the door and give me the key. [Exit Josepu, No. 8. 
Paul. And why four? We are but two. Dr. B. (looking at the glass.| Confound it! I 
Dr. B. One! Two! can’t send her that. [Pours contents of glass into 
Paul. Two! Qne! ‘water bottle.} Rather tawney! Pale claret! 
Jos. But I thought— ' She'll not know the difference. 
Paul. Thought! Your duty is to wait—not | Re-enter JOSEPH from No. 8. 
- think. [JOSEPH raises cover. , Jos. {aside to PAUL.} Sir, she’s boiling over 
Dr. B. Thought, indeed | vous fully.) Never with rage. 
mind, it can’t be helped; don’t let us mar our Paul. [aside.] I’ve not put enough water in her 
pleasure. wine. How stupid! 
Paul. A little soup? ___ Dr. B. [aside to JOSEPH.) Here! [Gives money. ] 


luncheon—but don’t mind me—go on. | dos. [entering No.9.] Rum customers —very rum! 
away the soup. [WAITER takes aicay soup 


his nose. Turbot brought, when uncovered they in No.9. JOSEPH runs out, slams the door after 


look at each other, and then hold their noses. him, and wipes his face. | 
Dr. B. A bit of turbot? Jos. Ah! what a tartar! 
Pad. Thank you-—no. Paul. What's the matter? 
Dr. B. Nor I. Dr. B. [alarmed.] Nextdoor. [Some one calls 
Paul. Waiter, take away the turbot.. within No. 8, ‘6 Waiter! Waiter!” 


aside.| No go—decidedly. 


Paul. 1 feel very comfortable! ture and force the door. 

Dr. B. So do I—very—nice place! ' Dr. B. [aside.] And my son-in-law here! 

Pad. Very; such a cheerful prospect—capital, Jos. [aside to PAUL.) There’s your key. [E.rit c. 
cook. | Dr. B. [to PAUL.] Paul, excuse me, my dear | 

Dr. B. Capital! boy, the waiter tells me that a lady, very ill, wants 


That’s right; I was beginning to forget her. Paw. Oh, when duty calls. [Aside.] He’s going. 
[Strikes fork, rat-tat-tat, todrown the noise. Knock-| Dr. B. I hope we shall soon have such another 


will drown the noise. [Raps fork on table. bye. [Axit DR. BILE, c. Alone.) At last I breathe 
Jos. Did you, sirs, rap for anything? again. He's gone, but he may return—so D.I.O. 
Paul. Somebody next door! {Stopping.] Sapristi! I feel famished. Ob, this 
Dr. B. Over the way! wretched dinner! 
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Scene 1.] . VLL TELL YOUR WIFE. 31 


bells.) Father-in- - have you seen the Debats ?| Jos. (bringing a dish.] Duck ala Milanaise! 
Only imagine, a plasterer fell from a seventh floor., Pal. [aside.] Perhaps she’s hungry! 
[Pereviving the door of No.8 opening.| Confound it!| Dr. B. [aside.] Vl send her something. [He 


Dr. B. Ah! [He runs towards No. 9, and sees places his hand on the dish ; PAUL Sticks his fork 


the door qpening.) Oh! [Both run towards the in the duck and puts it on his plate ; DR. BILE 
| doors, close them, and lean their backs against remains holding the empty dish. 
them.] And did he hurt himself ? Dr. B. Done! 

Paul. [pushing the door of No.8 as it is seen to Pauw. { placing his plate om the ground by the 
| open, as if some one was pushing from the inside. ] 


side of him.] 'There’s a tid-bit forher. [He places 


Paw. [aside.] 1 wish I could wall up the door.) Paul. f pouring out very little ina glass.) You 
Jos. [aside, and looking at them.) What are must. [PAUL keeps the bottle.] Enough? 


Dr. B. No ceremony with me, my dear fellow. bread and butter—salad ! te inishing and spread- 
Paul. No, age before— [Aszde.] Oh, what. ing the butter.| There! Now alittlesalt. Hang 
ve put pepper. I'll put some butter over it. 


Dr. B. (doing the same.] Yve locked her in!| Pazl. [aside to JosepH—replacing water bottle.) 


Dr. B. [uneasily.] No, thank you; Ihad some, Take that to No. 9. Bring me back the key. 


Paul. Y’ve no appetite—bilious. Waiter, take Paw. Delightful dinner ! 
Dr. B. Delightful’ Relations bound together 
Jos. Turbot! [JOSEPH brings turbot and holds by the ties of affection. [A great noise is heard 


Gee ecettuciveet eee se ese 


Jos. [taking it away and turning his head| Jos. (sneezing, and aside to DR. BILE.) There’s 


your key, and she swears she'll smash the furni- 


Paul. [kicking at the door No. 8 ts heard.] | me direetly—business before pleasure. 


ing at No.9. BILE jumps up and sits down. |agreeable mecting. 
Dr. B. I've a great mind to break a plate; that; Paul. And so do I. It’s so jolly, eh! Good- 


® 
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No the pe ee TELL YOUR WIFE. (Scene 1. 


The Lady. (from within No. 8.) Paul! Paul! eit aoa Noea eat aa ee Fan. Vl die an old maid! 
Paul. Confound it, I had forgotten her. [Knock-|_ Mrs. B. You thought to deceive me, but we 
ing and speaking through the door.| Dou’t be im-| have tricked you. 
patient—I am going to fetch a fly to take us to St.|_ Fan. Yes. The ladies you thought to ong 
Cloud. ‘here we induced to aid ne ieee a pou ae 
| .they lent us their gowns, bonnets, and shawls. 
se aaa gy org EL ip doee nee Paul. Ha, ha, ha! Capital! [Asine to Dr. B.] 
Imitate me. Capital! Ha, ha, 
The Lady. Open the door! Dr. B. [{astounded.] Yes. Ha, ha! Capital! 
Paul. We can dine like princes there, and after; Paul. Ha, ha, ha! 
take a row on the river with a band of music. Mrs. B. and Fan. What means this ribaldry ? 
The Lady. You are a brute! Paul. It was our plan, and has succeeded to a 
Paul, Thine, forever! [Aside.] That will pacify miracle! Ha, ha, ha! 
her. [Exit running c. ‘ Dr. B. Yes, our plan. Ha, ha! 
Dr. B. [indignantly, enraged.| A female a Mrs. B. and Fan. What plant 
cealed. [Disguising his voice.) Infamous! Paul. Being aware of your suspicion of our 
The Lady. Is this the way you dine with the honesty, we determined to cure you. 
lady you adore? Dr. B. To cure you! 
Dr. B. Adore! Locked! Oh, the villain; a) Paul. So we arranged with two ladies to join us 
rendezvous on the eve of his marriage; but this in our plan, to make you jealous. 
shall not pass unnoticed. I'll let him sec ! | Dr. B. To make you jealous, they induced you 
[Knocking at No.9; he runs to the door. _to borrow their bonnets and shawls. 
' Pad. And you were caught! Ha, ha, ha! 


: 
+ 
+ 
Enter PAUL, C. quickly, without seeing Dr. BILE ; Dr. B. Yes, caught. Ha, ba, ha! 
2 
+ 
+ 
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he has the key in Ins hand. | Mrs. B. and Fan. Can it be! 
Paul. The fly is down-stairs—let me open the Paw and Dr. B. Can you doubt it? 

cage. [He goes to the door of No. 8,andturnsthe Fan. [crosses to PAUL.] Paul! 

key in the lock round and round. Dr. BILE does' Mrs. B. [crosses to DR. B.] Bile’ [PAUL and 

the same. FANNY and Dr. B. and MRS. B. embrace. Pac 
Dr. B. (trying to open the door.) Don’t be im- and Dr. B. speak to each other over the shoulders 

patient, my little puss! Of FANNY and Mrs. B. 

Paul. (turning.] Ab! my father-in-law pur-| Dr. B. Taken in! 

ring with a little puss. [Coughing loudly.) Hem! ange And done for. 

Dr. B. [turning round fri htened.] Who's there ? igen aside to cae We'll come here again. 

Paul. [in an affected voice.| Good morning, papa. Paut ‘A one, alone f 

Dr. B. ders Papa—pooh, pooh! Vl be no' Dr. B. Oh, of course. Ha, ha! sly dog. 
father-in-law of yours. | Paul. Ha, ‘ha! old fox. But now the dinner. 

Paul. Pooh—pooh! ' Mrs. B. and Fan. Dinner! 

Dr. B. It will bring my wife to the grave. poe) Paul. Aye; didn’t you bear us order it? 

lies my wife. [Pointing to No. | Mrs. B. and Fan. No. 

Paul. No—here lies her husband. Ha! bal | Paul. Of course, we couldn’t bring you here for 
Dr. B. No jokes! IT am serious. [Crossing to our sport, and not repay you with a choice dinner. 
No. 8, and imitating PAauL.] Thine forever!| Waiter! the dinner for four. 
[ Seriously. ] You shall not have my daughter. Jos. The turbot ? 
Paul. Papa! [Imploring mockingly. Paul and Dr. B. (holding their noses.) No. 
Dr. B. Pooh, pooh! that’s my determination. Pushing JOSEPH out C. 
Paul. Very well. [He crosses to No. 9.] Don’t! Mrs. B. Well, this is delightful! [Zo Dr. BILE. ] 
be impatient, my little puss. [Mock gravity.) , You are a model husband. 

I'll tell your wife. Fan. You may name the day when you please. 
Dr. B. Sir! Paul. I must ask your parents’ consent first. 
Paw, Such is my determination. May I have your daughter ? 

Dr. B. Tell my wile ! Dr. B. [aside to Pavuu.] If you don’t tell my 

Enter JOSEPH, C., with the bonnets and shaucls. a JosEPH and WAITER C., with dinner. 


Jos. Here are those ladies’ bonnets and shawls.: Pav. Now, sit down. Had we not better ask 


Dr. B. [aside.] Confound it! [The bells of No. agrace, as they—[nodding to audience}—are in the 
8 and 9 ring violently, and knocking and calling. ' secret, and ascertain the state of the critical di- 
Jos. I think I hear the bells. ' gestive organs ? 
Dr. B. ‘Tho bells, aye. What's tobe done? {° Dr. B. I'll feel their pulse. Happy married, and 
Paul. An amnesty ! Freedom, that’s born of blessed single men. You all know the temptation 
the gods! you loose my tigress, and PU Joose your of human nature; instead of pepper and lemon- 
pussy! [They open the doors, and Mrs. BILE and juice, give us a spoonful of honey. 
FANNY appear. Paul. And if they won't, and I catch one of the 
Dr. B. [L.] My wife! married fraternity tripping— 
Paul. ay ]} My wife—that is to be! Dr. B. Mild as an emulsion, say “Tl tell your 
Mrs. B. Ur .] and Fan. [r.] Yes, villains! wife.” 


Mrs. B. Vil have a divorce! THE END. 
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ae Agen. Well, 
e ‘x -¢ & |Thou art not then afraid to tread it; there 
’ ge ee The earliest streak from the unrisen sun 
Pee. VIR 0 cop A Is a be weloomed, tell me how it gleams, 
me ae ore In bloody portent or in saffron ho 
D Tragedy, in Five Bets. And hasten back to slumber. - 
Irus. I shall hasten ; 


BY THOMAS NOON TALFOURD. Believe not that thy summons broke my rest— 


I was not sleeping. (Exit L. 
CAST OF CHARACTERS. Agen. Heaven be with thee, child! 
Covent Garden, 136. Park, 1844. His grateful mention of delights bestow’d 
1ons 8 syaneliog: ee: eh weewady: Ae ce sae On that most piteous state of servile childhood 
: Te Pode Priest... = ane = Harry. a eco chance-dropp’d, hath touched a 
ee Ne hleer . § Pearson, Of feeling which I deem’d forever numb’d, 
Cleon veeccccsseecceeeee © Tilbury. “Vache. | And, by a gush of household memories, breaks 
! sae) vette ee eeeeeeees me aeons ms Sri Sr _ |The icy casing of that thick despair ' 
Cr thes... ca ieee” C. Hil. ‘“ Gourlay. Which day by day hath gather’ o’er my heart, 
| Soldier... eoaeeeateaah je Gallot. While, basely safe, within this column’d circle, 
Second Priest... ss0..0. “Heath. Uplifted far into the purer air, e 
(MIE Segawa suadets aeaee Miss Lane. Mrs. Knight. And by Apollo’s partial love secured, 
| Abracrsesccruccccues * Lacy. Mm Burrows, 1 bave, in spirit, glided with the plague, 


As in foul darkness or in sickliest light 

p. EATS AND FxrgaNces —R. meane Right: L. Taf: R. D. Right Door: La It wafted death through Argos; and mine ears, 

Door, RELATIVE Postrions.—R. moans Right; L Lot; Cc. Centre: RC Right Listening athirst for any human sound, 

fantte; te ©. Len Centre, &c. The reader ls supposed to be on the stage, Have caught the dismal cry of confused pain, 

ae a ee Which to this dizzy height the fitful wind 

ACT I Hath borne from each sad quarter of the vale 

: pe f 7 ieuia ep Where life was. 

| SCENE I.— Interior of t emple of Apollo : 

| whichis supposed to be placed on a rocky emin- pe EADS I 

ence. Early morning. The interior lighted by: Are there signs of day-break ? 

a single lamp suspended from the roof. AGENOR|_ Irus. None ; 

resting against a coiumn, R. Irvs seated on a, The eastern sky is still unbroken gloom. 


bench at the side of the scene, L. Agen. It cannot surely be. Thine eyes are dim 
(No fault of thine) for want of rest, or now 
AGENOR comes forward and speaks, C. I look upon them near, with scalding tears. 
Agenor. Will the dawn never visit us? These Hath care alighted on a head so young! 
hours What grief hast thou been weeping? 
Toil heavy with the unresting curse they bear Irus. Pardon me; 
| To do the work of desolating years! I never thought at such a mournful time 
All distant sounds are hush’d ; the shriek of death |To plead my humble sorrow in excuse 
And the survivors’ wail are now unheard, Of poorly-rendered service ; but my brother— 
| As grief had worn itself to patience. Irus! Thou may’st have noted him—a sturdy lad, 
' Pm loth so soon to break thy scanty rest, ; With eye so merry and with foot so light | 
But my heart sickens for the tardy morn ; | That none could chide his gamesomeness—fell sick | 


Sure it is breaking; speed and look— yet hold— | But yesterday, and died in my weak arms, 
Know’st thou the fearful shelf of rock that hangs | Ere I could seek for stouter aid; I hoped 
Above the encroaching waves, the lofticst point |That I had taught my grief to veil its signs 


That stretches eastward ? From thy observant care; but when I stood 
Irus. Know it? Yes, my lord; Upon the well-known terrace where we loved, 
' There often have I bless’d the opening day, Arm link’d in arm, to watch the gleaming sails— 
' Which thy free kindness gave me leave to waste His favorite pastime, for he burn’d to share ! 
| In happy wandering through the forests. A seaman’s hardy lot—my tears would flow, 
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2 ION. [Act I, Scene 1. 
ra ee fe moa” ie ee eee | 
And I forgot to dry them. But I see ‘In pictured speech, and others have wax’d loud 
Cleon is walking yonder; let me call him; ‘In rignteous indignation, he hath heard 


| For sure ’twill cheer thy heart to speak with him. With skeptic smile, or from some slender vein 
. Agen. Call him, good youth, and then go in to Of goodness, which surrounding gloom conceal'd, 


sleep. ‘Struck sunlight o’er it; so his life hath flow’d 
Or, ifthou wilt, goweep. [E-rit Irus, L.] Ienvythee From its mysterious urn a sacred stream, 
The privilege, but Jupiter forefen In whose calm depth the beautiful and pure 
That I should rob thee of it! Alone are mirrord; which, though shapes of ill | 


May hover round its surface, glides in light, 
And takes no shadow from them. 


| 
! Enter CLEON, L. 
' Cleon. Hail, Agenor ! ‘| Cleon. Yet, methinks, 
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Dark as our lot remains, ’tis comfort yet Thou hast not lately met him, or a change : 
To find thy age unstricken. Pass’d strangely on him had not miss’d thy wonder. '$ 
Agen. Rather mourn | His form appears dilated ; in those eves, : 
That I am destined g¢till to linger here, Where pleasure danced, a thoughtful sadness i¢ 
In strange unnatural strength, while death is round dwells ; ¢ 
me. Stern purpose knits the forehead, which till now |¢ 
I chide these sinews that are framed so tough Knew not the passing wrinkle of a care; $ 
Grief cannot palsy them; I chide the air Those limbs which in their heedless motion own'd ¢ 
Which round this citadel of nature breathes _A stripling’s playful happiness, are strong ¢ 
| With sweetness not of this world; I would share | As if the iron hardships of the camp + 
The common grave of my dear countrymen, Had given them sturdy nurture: and his step, 3 
And sink to rest, while all familiar things Its airiness of yesterday forgotten, Df 
' Old custom has endeared are failing with me, -Awakes the echoes of these desolate courts, IS 
Rather than shiver on in lite behind them. | As if a hero of gigantic mould * 
Nor should these walls detain me from the paths , Paced them in armor. : 
Where death may be embraced, but that my word, | Agen. Hope is in thy tale. : 
In a rash moment plighted to our host, ‘This is no freak of Nature’s wayward course, $ 
Forbids me to depart without his license, | But work of pitying Heaven; for not in vain ¢ 
Which firmly he refuses. The gods have pour’d into that guileless heart '$ 
Cleon. Do not chide me, The strengths that nerve the hero;—they are ours. ‘¢ 
If I rejoice to find the generous Priest . Cleon. How can he aid us ¢ Can hestay the pulse '+ 
Means, with Apollo’s blessing, to preserve Of ebbing life—arrest the infected winds— é 
The treasure of thy wisdom; nay, he trusts not | Or smite the hungry spectre of the grave ? 3 
To promises alone; his gates are barr’d Agen. And dost thou think these breezes are $ 
Against thy egress—none, indeed, may pass them, our foes— : 
Save the youth Ion, to whose earnest prayer The innocent airs that used to dance around us, ‘ 
| His foster-father grants reluctant leave As if thev felt the blessings they convey’d, : 
To visit the sad city at his will: Or that the death they bear is casual? No! +4 
And freely does he use the dangerous boon, Tis human guilt that blackens in the cloud— > 
Which, in my thought, the love that cherish’d him, | Flashes athwart its mass in jagged fire— . 
Since he was found within the sacred grove Whirls in the hurricane—pollutes the air- $ 
Smiling amidst the storm, a most rare infant, Turns all the joyous melodies of earth 3 
Should have had sternness to deny. To murmurings of doom. There is a foe, Se 
| Agen. What, lon, Who, in the glorious summit of the state, $ 
The only inmate of this fane, allow’d Draws down the great resentment of the gods, ¢ 
_ To seek the mournful walks where Death is busy!' Whom he defies to strike us; yet his power ° 
+ Ion, our sometime darling, whom we prized Partakes that just infirmity which Nature 3 
| As a stray gift, by bounteous Heaven dismiss’d —_ Blends in the einpire of her proudest sons— ; 
From some bright sphere which sorrow may bot That it is cased within a single breast, : 
cloud, And may be pluck’d thence by a single arm. : 
To make the happy happier? Is he sent Let but that arm, selected by the gods, $ 
To grapple with the miseries of this time, Do its great office on the tyrant’s life, ; 
Whose nature such ethereal aspect wears And Argos breathes again! ee 
As it would perish at the touch of wrong? Cleon. A footstep—lush! ¢ 
By no internal contest is he trained Thy wishes, falling on a slavish ear, __ $ 
For such hard duty; no emotions rude Would tempt another outrage : ’tis a friend— $ 
Have his clear spirit vanquish’d. Love, the germ. An honest, though a crabbed one—Timocles. ¢ 
Of his mild nature, hath spread graces forth, Something hath ruffled him. Good day, ‘Timocles: ¢ 
Iexpanding with its progress, as the store [TIMOCLES passes in front. ‘ 
Of rainbow color which the seed conceals He will not speak to us. ° 
Sheds out its tints from its dim treasury, Agen. But he shall speak. 3 
To flush and circle in the flower. No tear Timocles—nay then, thus I must enforce thee! r 
Hath fii’d his eye save that of thoughtful joy, Lstagig him. \% 
When, in the evening stillness, lovely things Sure thou wilt not refuse a comrade’s hand, : 
Press’d on his soul too busily; bis voice, That may be cold ere sunset. 3 
If in the earnestness of childish sports Tim. [giving his hand.] Thou may’st school me; ¢ 
Raised to the tone of anger, check’d its force, Thy vears and love have license; but I owm not 3 
AS if it fear’d to break its being’s law, A stripling’s mastery; is’t fit, Agenor ? : 
And falter’d into music: when the forms Agen. Nay, thou must tell thy wrong ; what- : 
Of cuilty passion have been made to live e’er it prove, ‘ 
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Act I, Scene 1.] ION. 3 


pes ming ce a ee! ee 


_ 7 | 
I hail thy anger as a hopeful sign, - Orin the sea-cave where the tempest sleeps, 


For it revives the thought of household days, Till some heroic leader bid them wake 
When the small bickerings of friends had space {To thrill the world with echoes! But I talk 
To fret, and Death was not forever nigh Of things above my grasp, which strangely press 


To frown upon Estrangement. What has moved Upon my soul, and tempt me to forget 


thee The duties of my youth; pray you forgive me. 
Tim. I blush to tell it. Weary of the night Tim. Have I not said so? 
And of my life, I sought the western portal: | Agen. Welcome to the morn! 
It opened, when ascending from the stair |The eastern gates unfold, the Priest approaches ; 


That through the rock winds spiral from the town, 
Ion, the foundling cherish’d by the priest, 

Stood in the entrance; with such mild command 
As he has often smilingly obey’d, 


[As AGENOR speaks, the great gates at the 
back of the Scene open ; the sea 1s discovered 
Sar beneath—the dawn breaking over it. 


I bade him stand aside and let me pass; | MEDON, the Priest, enters, attended. 
When—wouldst thou think it ?—in determined ' And lo! the sun is struggling with the gloom, 

speech, ‘Whose masses fill the eastern sky, and tints 
He gave me counsel to return; I press’d Its edges with dull red; but he will triumph ; 
Impatient onward; he, with honey’d phrase Bless’d be the omen! 


His daring act excusing, grasped my arm Medon. God of light and joy, 
With strength resistless; led me from the gate, |Once more delight us with thy healing beams! 
Replaced its ponderous bars; and, with a look If I may trace thv language in the clouds 


As modest as he wore in childhood, left me. That wait upon thy rising, help is nigh— 
Agen. And thou wilt thank him for it soon—he | But help achieved in blood. 
comes— Ion. Say’st thou in blood ? 
Now hold thy angry purpose if thou can’st! Medon. Yes, Ion! why, he sickens at the word, 
| Spite of his new-born strength; the sights of woe 
Enter Ion, L. ' That he will seek have shed their paleness on him. 
Ion. I seek thee, good Timocles, to implore Has this night’s walk shown more than common 
Again thy pardon. Iam young in trust, SOrTOW ? 
And fear, lest, in the earnestness of love, Ion. I passed the palace where the frantic king 
I stayed thy course too rudely. Thou hast borne} Yet holds his crimson revel, whence the roar 
My childish folly often—do not frown Of desperate mirth came, mingling with the sigh 
If I have ventured with unmanner’d zeal Of death-subdued robustness, and the gleam 
To guard the ripe experiences of years Of festal lamps ’mid spectral columns hung 


From one rash moment’s danger. Flaunting o’er shapes of anguish, made them 
Tim. Leave thy care. ghastlier. 

If I am weary of the flutterer life, How can I cease to tremble for the sad ones 

Is mortal bidding thus to cage it in ? He mocks—and him, the wretchedest of all ? 
fon. (crosses c.] And art thou tired of being ?} Zim. Andcanst thou pity him? Dost thou discern, 


as the grave Amidst his impious darings, plea for him ? 
No terrors for thee? Hast thou sunder’d quite | Jon. Is he not childless, friendless, and a king? ' 
Those thousand meshes which old Custom weaves He’s human; and some pulse of good must live 
To bind us earthward, and gay Fancy films ‘ Within his nature—have ye tried to wake it? 
With airy lustre various? Hast subdued | Medon. Yes; Ibelievehe felt oursufferingsonce; 
Those cleavings of the spirit to its prison, When, at my strong entreaty, he dispatch’d 


Those nice regards, dear habits, pensive memories, _Phocion, my son, to Delphos, there to seek 

That change the valor of the thoughtful breast | Our cause of sorrow; but, as time dragg’d on 

To brave dissimulation of its fears ? Without his messenger’s return, he grew 

Is Hope quench’d in thy bosom? Thou art free, | Impatient of all counsel—to his palace 

And in the simple dignity of man In awful mood retiring, wildly call’d 

Standest apart untempted ; do not lose The reckless of his court to share its stores, 

The great occasion thou hast pluck’d from misery, | And end all with him. When we dared disturb 

Nor play the spendthrift with a great despair, His dreadful feasting with a humble prayer 

But use it nobly! That he would meet us, the poor slave who bore 
Tim. What, to strike? to slay ? The message flew back smarting from the scourge, 
Ion. No! not unless the audible voice of Heaven And mutter’d a decree that he who next 


Call thee to that dire ofiice; but to shed 'Unbidden met the tyrant’s glance, should die. 
On ears abused by falsehood, truths of power Agen. I am prepared to brave it. ; 
In words immortal—not such words as flash Cleon. So am I. 

From the fierce demagogue’s unthinking rage, Tim. And I— 

To madden for a moment and expire— Ion. O Sages, do not think my prayer. 


Bespeaks unseemly forwardness—send me ! 
With warmth of facile sympathy, and moulds The coarest reed that trembles iv the marsh, 
To mirrors radiant with fair images, If Heaven select it forits instrument, 

To grace the noble fervor of an hour; May shed celestial music on the breeze, 

But words which bear the spirits of great deeps, | As clearly as the pipe whose virgin gold 
Wing’d for the Future; which the dying breath | Befits the lip of Pheebus—ye are wise ; 


Nor such as the rapt orator imbues 


Of Freedom’s martyr shapes as it exhales, ' And necded by your country; ve are fathers. 
And to the most enduring forms of earth I ama lone stray thing, whose little life 
Commits—to linger in the crageyv shade By strangers’ bounty cherish’d, like a wave, 
Of the huge valley, ’neath the eagle's home, That from the summer sea\a wantonybreeze 
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{Act L Scene 2. 


' But in these sharp extremities of fortune, 
~The blessings which the weak and poor can scatter 
Have their own season. ’Tis a little thing 
Ion. Forgive me if I seem’d ‘To give a cup of water; yet its draught 
To doubt that thou wilt mourn me if I fall; Of cool refreshment, drain’d by fever’d lips, 
Nor would I tax thy love with sucha fear, | May give a shock of pleasure to the frame 
But that high promptings, which could never rise’ More exquisite than when nectarean juice 
Spontaneous in my nature, bid me plead | Renews the life of joy in happiest hours. 
Thus boldly for the mission. Itis a little thing to speak a phrase 
Medon. My brave boy! Of common comfort, which by daily use 
It shall be as thou wilt. I see thou art call’d Has almost lost its sense; yet on the ear 
To this great peril, and I will not stay thee. Of him who thought to die unmourn’d, ’twill fall 
When wilt thou be prepared to seek it ? Like choicest music; fill the glazing eve 
Ion. Now. With gentle tears; relax the knotted hand 
- Only before I go, thus, on my knee, To know the bonds of fellowship again, 
Let me in one word thank thee for a life And shed on the departing soul a sense 
' Made by thy love a cloudless holiday ; More precious than the benison of friends 
And, oh, my more than father! let me look About the honored death-bed of the rich, 
Up to thy face, as if indeed a father’s, To him who else were lonely, that another 
And give me a son’s blessing. Of the great family is near and feels. 
Medon. Bless thee, son! Clem. Oh, thou canst never bear these mourn. 
I should be marble now ; let’s part at once. ful offices ! 
fon. If Ishould not return, bless Phocionforme; So blithe, so merry once! Will not the sight 


Lifts for a moment’s sparkle, will subside 
Light asit rose, nor leave asigh in breaking. 
Medon. Ion, no sigh! 


And, for Clemanthe—may I speak one word, 
One parting word, with my fair playfellow ? 


Medon. If thou wouldst have it so, thou shalt. 


Ion. Farewell then! 


Your prayers wait on my steps. The arm of 


Heaven 


Of frenzied agonies unfix thy reason, 

Or the dumb woe congeal thee ? 
Ion. No, Clemanthe: 

They are the patient sorrows that touch nearest ! 

If thou hadst seen the warrior, when he writhed 

In the last grapple of his sinewy frame 


I feel, in life or death, will be around me. [Frit L.| With conquering anguish, strive to cast a smile 
Medon. O grant it bein life! Let’s to the sac- | (And notin vain) upon his fragile wife, 
rifice. [Exveunt R. | Waning beside him —and, his limbs composed, 
——— aet widow of Pea eater fix her gaze ‘ 
.—An Apartment of the Temple. _| Of longing, speechless love, upon the babe, 
ee ad . lowed A i ama The only living thing which yet was hers, 
nter CLEMANTHE, followed by ABRA, R. | gyreading its arms for its own resting-place, 
Clem. Is he so changed ? Yet with attenuated hand wave off 
Abra. His bearing is so alter’d, 


The unstricken child, and so embraceless die, 
That, distant, I scarce knew him for himself; Stifling the mighty hunger of the heart, 
But, looking in his face, I felt his smile 


Thou could’st endure the sight of selfish grief 
Gracious as ever, though its sweetness wore In sullenness or frenzy ; but to-day 
Unwonted sorrow in it. 


Another lot falls on me. 
Clem. He will go 


Clem. Thou wilt leave us! 
To some high fortune, and forget us all, I read it plainly in thy altered mien. 
Reclaim’d (be sure of it) by noble parents; Is it forever? 
Me he forgets already ; for five days, Ion. That is with the gods! 
_ Five melancholy days, I have not seen him. I go but to the palace, urged by hope, 
Abra. Thou knowest that he has privilege to' Which from afar hath darted on my soul, 
range. That to the humbleness of one like me 
| The infected city ; and ’tis said he spends The haughty king may listen. 
The hours of needful rest in squalid hovels Clem. To the palace! 
Where death is most forsaken. Knowest thou the peril—nay, the certain issue © 
Clem. Why is this ? That waits thee? Death! The tyrant has de- 
Why should my father, niggard of the lives crecd it, 
Of aged men, be prodigal of youth Confirmed it with an oath; and he has power 
So rich in glorious prophecy as his? To keep that oath; for, hated as he is, 
Abra. He comes to answer for himself. I'll leave: The reckless soldiers who partake his riot 
. you. [Eat R. | Are swift to do his bidding. 
Clem. Stay! Well my heart may guard its se- | Ion. I know all! 
: cret best But they who call me to the work can shield me, 
By its own strength. Or make me strong to suffer. 
Enter ION, L. ' Clem. Then the sword 
Jon. How fares my pensive sister ? |Falls on thy neck! O gods! to think that thou, 
Cem. How should I fare but ill, when the pale Who in the plenitude of youthful life 
hand Art now before me, ere the sun decline, 
| Draws the biack foldings of the eternal curtain. Perhaps in one short hour, shalt lie cold, cold, 
Closer and closer round us—Phocion absent— —_, To speak, smile, bless no more! Thou shalt not go. 
| And thou, forsaking all within thy home, Ion. Thou must not stay me, fair one: even 
Wilt risk thy life with strangers, in whose aid thy father, 
. Even thou canst do but little ? Who (blessings on him !) loves me as his son, 
Ion. It is little: Yields to the will of Heaven. | 
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Act HT, Scene 1.) ION. 5 


| With priceless treasure, strengthen me to yield it!, Who, ’mid the altars of the gods, conspire 


Clem. And can he do this! ACT II. 
I shall not bear his presence, if thou fallest 
By his consent : so shall I be alone. SCENE I.—A Terrace of the Palace. 
Jon. Phocion will soon return, and juster| ADRASTUS, CRYTHEsS, and GUARDS, from the | 
Of thy aint tathoneioesthe | ae 
thy admiring father close the gap Adras. The air breathes freshly af 
Thy old companion left behind him. i ane Se ee ennlewnta 
Clem. Never! Of glorious revelry. I'll walk awhile. 
What will to me be father, brother, friends, Cry. It blows across the town: dost thou not fear 
When thou art gone—the light of our life quench’d, | [¢ bear infection with it? 
Haunting like spectres of departed joy | Adras. Fear! dost talk 
The home where thou wert dearest ? Of fear tome? I deem’d even thy poor thoughts 
Ton. Thrill me not — Had better scann’d their master. Prithee tell me, 
With words that, in their agony, suggest — In what act, word, or look, since I have borne 
A hope too ravishing—or my head will swim, Thy converse here, hast thou discern’d such base- 
And my heart faint within me. ness | 
Pe Laie ae sare will not mourn it, then, 48, Makes thee bold to prate to me of fear ? 
; : Cry. My liege, of hum: igh 
Though it had told a secret I had borne a (enclogs RnB ene sen ne 
Till death in silence: how affection grew But may not heroes shun the elements 
To this, I know not: day succeeded day, When sickness taints them. 
Each fraught with the same innocent delights, Aadras. Let them blast me now! 
Without one shock to ruftle the disguise I stir not—tremble not! These massive walls, 


Of sisterly regard which veil’d it well, Whose date o’erawes tradition, gird the home 
rill thy changed mien reveal’d it to my soul, Of a great race of kings, along whose line 
And thy great peril makes me bold to tell it. | The eager mind lives aching, through the darkness 


Do not despise it in me! | Of ages else unstoried, till its shapes 

Ion. With deep joy se Of armed sovereigns spread to godlike port, 
Thus I receive it. Trust me, it is long ‘And, frowning in the uncertain dawn of time, 
Since I have learn’d to tremble ’mid our pleasures, | gtrike awe. as powers who ruled an elder world 
Lest I should break the golden dream around me Jy mute obedience. I. sad heritor d 
With most ungrateful rashness. I should bless | Of all their glories, feel our doom is nigh, 
The sharp and perilous duty which hath press’d | 4nd I will meet it as befits their fame: 
A life’s deliciousness into these moments— Nor will I vary my selected path 
Which here must end. I came to say farewoll, | The breadth of my sword’s edge, nor check a wish, 
And the word must be said. 'If such unkingly yielding might avert it. 

Clem. ‘Thou canst not mean it. Cry. Thou art ever royal in thy thoughts. 
Have I disclaimed all maiden bashfulness, Adras. No more— 
Yo tell the cherished secret of my soul ‘I would be private. (Ezit CRYTHES, with GV ARDS. 
To my soul’s master, and in rich return .Groveling parasite ! 
Obtained the dear assurance of his love, : Why should I waste these fate-environ’d hours, 
To hear him speak that miserable word And pledge my great defiance to despuir, 
I cannot—will not echo? With fiatterers such as thou! as if my joys 

Ion. Heaven has called me, ‘Required the pale reflections cast by slaves 
And I have pledged my honor. When thy heart [py mirror’d mockery round my throne, or lack’d 


— 


Bestowed its preterence on a friendless boy, The aid of reptile sympathies to stream 

Thou didst not image him a recreant ; nor Through fate’s black pageantry ? Let weaknes. 
Must he prove so, by thy election crown’d. | seek 

Thou hast endowed me with a right to claim Companionship: I'll henceforth feast alone. 


Thv help through this our journey, be its course | ’ 
Lengthen’d to age, or in an hour to end; Enter @ SOLDIER, R. 
And now I ask it. Bid my courage hold, Sol. My liege, forgive me. 

And with thy free approval send me forth | Adras. Well! speak out at once 
In soul appareled for my office! Thy business and retire. 


Clem. Go! | Sol. I have no part 
I would not have thee other than thou art, In the presumptuous message that I hear. 
Living or dying; and if thou shouldst fall— Adras. Tell it, or go. There is no time to waste 
Jon. Be sure I shall return. On idle terrors. 
Clem. If thou shouldst fall, Sol. Thus it is, my lord: 
I shall be happier as the atiianced bride _AS we were burnishing our arms, a man 
Of thy cold ashes, than in proudest fortunes. Enter’d the court, and when we saw him first, | 
Thine—ever thine— [She faints in his arms. , Was tending towards the palace ; in amaze 


Ion. {calls.] Abra! So best to part— | We hail’d the rash intruder: still he walk’d 
Enter ABRA, with attendant, R. 'Unheeding onward, till the western gate 
Let her have air; be near her through the day; : Barr’d further course: then turning, he besought 
I know thy tenderness—should ill news come ‘Our startled band to herald him to thee, 
Of any friend, she will require it all. That he might urge a message which the sages 
ABRA bears CLEMANTHE owt, R. | Had charged him to deliver. : 
Ye gods, that have enriched the life ye claim Adras. Ha! the greybeards, 
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[Exit L. (To cast the image of supernal power 
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6 ION. (Act II, Scene 1 | 
From earth, its shadow consecrates. What sage Adras. Yes, slave! alone. | 
Is so resolved to play the orator He is no assassin! [Exit CRYTHES,R.] Tellme 
Tnat he would die for ’t ? | who thou art. 
Sol. He is but a vouth, ‘What generous source owns that heroic blood, 

- Yet urged his prayer with a sad constancy Which holds its course thus bravely? What great 

' Which could not be denied. wars 

.  Adras. Most bravely plann’d ! Have nursed the courage that can look on death, 

| Sedition worthy of the reverent host Certain and speedy death, with placid eve ? 

' Of sophist traitors; brave to scatter fancies Ion. Tam a simple youth, who never bore 

' Of discontent ’midst sturdy artisans, The weight of armor—one who may not boast 
Whose honest sinews they direct unseen, Of noble birth or valor of his own. 
And make their proxies in the work of peril ! Deem not the powers which nerve me thus to speak 
Tis fit, when burning to insult their king, In thy great presence, and have made my heart 


And warn’d the pleasure must be bought with life, Upon the verge of bloody death as calm, 
Their valor send a boy to speak their wisdom! As equal in its beatings, as when sleep 
' Thou know’st my last decree; tell this rash youth Approach’d me nestling from the sportive toils 


| The danger he incurs; then let him pass, Of thoughtless childhood, and celestial dreams 

And own the king more gentle than his masters. Began to glimmer through the deepening shadows 

Sol. We have already told him of the fate Of soft oblivion, to be:ong to me! 
Which waits his daring ; courteously he thank’d us, These are the strengths of Heaven: to thee they 
But still with solemn aspect urged his suit. speak, ! 

Adras. Tell him once more, if he persists, he dies; Bid thee to hearken to thy people’s cry, { 
Then, if he will, admit him. Should he hold .Or warn thee that thy hour must shortly come! 
His purpose, order Crythes to conduct him, | Adras. I know it must; so may’st thou spare 
And see the headsman instantly prepare ! thy warnings. ! 
To do bis office. [Akxit SOLDIER. The envious gods in me have doom’d a race, 
So resolved, so young— Whose glories stream from the same cloud-girt 
’T were pity he should fall; yet he must fall, founts 
Or the great sceptre which hath sway’d the fears | Whence their own dawn’d upon the infant world ; 
Of ages will become a common staff, And I shall sit on my ancestral throne 
For youth to wield or age to rest upon, To meet their vengeance; but, till then, I rule 
Despoil’d of all its virtues. He must fall, As I have ever ruled, and thou wilt feel. 
Else they who prompt the insult will grow bold. | Jon. I will not further urge thy safety to thee ; 
And with their pestilent vauntings through the city It may be, as thou sayest, too late; nor seek 
Raise the low fog of murky discontent, ‘To make thee tremble at the gathering curse 
Which now creeps harmless through ‘its marshy Which shall burst forth in mockery at thy fall ; 

birthplace, : But thou art gifted with a nobler sense— 

To veil my setting glories. Heis warned; I know thou art, my sovereign !—sense of pain | 
And if he cross yon threshold, he shall die. Endured by mytiad Argives, in whose souls, 


; And in whose fathers’ souls, thou and thy fathers 


Enter CRYTHES and ION, R. |Have kept their cherish’d state, whose heart- 


| 
Cry. The king! strings, still 
Adras. Stranzer, I bid’ thee welcome s The living fibres of thy rooted power, 
We are about to tread the same dark passage, Quiver with agonies thy crimes have drawn | 
Thou almost on the instant. Is the sword [Zo From heavenly justice on them. | 
CRYTHES Adras. How! my crimes? 
Of justice sharpen’d, and the headsman ready ? Ion. Yes; ’tis the eternal law that where guilt is 
Cry. Thou may’st behold them plainly in the Sorrow shall answer it; and thou hast not 
court ; A poor man’s privilege to bear alone, 
Even now the solemn soldiers line the ground; — Or in the narrow circle of his kinsmen, 
The steel gleams on the altar, and the slave The penalties of evil, for in thine 
Disrobes himself for duty. -A nation’s fate lies circled. King Adrastus! 
Adras. {to ION.) Dost thou see them? Steel’d as thy heart is with the usages 
Ion. I do. ‘Of pomp and power, a few short summers since 
Adras. By Heaven, he does not change! Thou wert a child, and canst not be relentless. 
If, even now, thou wilt depart, and leave Oh, if maternal love embraced thee then, 


Thy traitorous thoughts unspoken, thou art free.’ Think of the mothers who with eyes unwet 

Ion. I thank thee for thy offer; but I stand Glare o’er their perishing children: hast thou 
Before thee for the lives of thousands, rich shared 
In all that makes life precious to the brave, The glow of a first friendship, which is born 
Who perish not alone, but in their fall ’Miast the rude sportsof boy hood? Think of youth 
Break the far spreading tendrils that they feed, | Smitten amidst its playthings; let the spirit 
And leave them nurtureless. If thou wilt hearme Of thy own innocent childhood whisper pity : 


For them, Iam content to speak no more. Adras. In every word thou dost but steel my 
Adras. Thou hast thy wish, then. Crythes! soul. 
till von dial My youth was blasted: parents, brother, kin— 

Casts its thin shadow on the approaching hour, | All that should people infancy with joy— | 
| Thear this gallant traitor. On the instant, ‘Conspired to poison mine ; despoil’d my life ; 
| Come without word, and lead him to his doom. Of innocence and hope-—all but the sword 

Now leave us. And sceptre—dost thou wonder at me now ? 
, Cry. What, alone ? | Ion. 1 knew that we should pity— 
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Act IT, Scene 1.) ION. 7 
Adras. Pity! dare Tis false! Onc summer’s eve, below a crag, 
To speak that word again, and torture waits thee! | Which, in his willful mood, he strove to climb, 
Iam yet king of Argos. Well, gzoon— ~~ He lay a mangled corpse: the very slaves, 
Thy time is short, and I am pledged to hear. Whose cruelty had shut him from my heart 
Jon. If thou hast ever loved— Now coined their own injustice into proofs 
Adras. Beware ! beware! To brand me as his murderer. 
fon. Thou hast! I see thouhast! Thouartnot; Jon. Did they dare 
marble, Accuse thee ? 
And thou shalt hear me! Think upon the time Adras. Not in open speech: they felt 
When the clear depths of thy yet lucid soul I should have seized the miscreant by the throat 
Were ruffled with the troublings of strange joy, | And crushed the lie, half-spoken, with the life 
As if some unseen visitant from heaven Of the base speaker; but the lie look’d out 


Touch’d the calm lake, and wreathed its images | From the stolen gaze of coward eyes, which shrank 
In sparkling waves! Recall the dallving hupe When mine have met them; murmur’d through 


| That on the margin of assurance trembled, the crowd 
. As loth to lose in certainty too bless’d, That at the sacrifice, or feast, or game, 
Its happy being; taste in thought again Stood distant froin me; burnt into my soul 
Of the stolen sweetness of those evening walks, | When I beheld it in my father’s shudder! 
' When pansied turf was air to winged feet, Jon. Didst not declare thy innocence ? 
And circling forests, by ethereal touch * Adras. To whom? 
Enchanted, wore the livery of the sky, To parents who could doubt me? To the ring 
As if about to melt in golden light Of zrave impostors, or their shallow sons, 
Shapes of one heavenly vision; and thy heart, Who should have studied to prevent my wish 
Enlarged by its new sympathy with one, Before it grew to language; hailed my choice 
Grew bountiful to all! 'To service as a prize to wrestle for; 
Adras. That tone! that tone! And whose reluctant courtesy I bore, 
Whence came it? from thy lips! it cannot be— _ | Pale with proud anger, till from lips compress’d 
The long-hush’d music of the only voice ‘The blood has started? ‘To the common herd, 
That ever spake unbought affection to me, _ The vassals of our ancient house, the mass 
And waked my soul to blessing! Oh, sweet hours: Of bones and muscles framed to till the soil 
Of golden joy, ye come! your glories break | A few brief years, then rot unnamed beneath it, 
Through my pavilion’d spirit’s sable folds! Or, deck’d for slaughter at their master’s call, 
Roll on! rollon! Stranger, thou dost enforce me; To smite and to be smitten, and lie crush’d 
To speak of things unbreathed by lip of mine In heaps to swell his glory or his shame ? 
To human ear: wilt listen ? Answer to them? No! though my heart had 
Ion. As a child. burst, 
Adras. Again! that voice again! thou hast’ As it was nigh to bursting! To the mountains 
seen me moved |I fled, and on their pinnacles of snow 
AS never mortal saw me, by a tone | Breasted the icy wind, in hope to cool 


Which some light breeze, enamord of thesound, |My spirit’s fever—struggled with the oak 
Hath wafted through the woods, till thy young In search of weariness, and learn’d to rive 

voice | Its stubborn boughs, till limbs, once lightly strung, 
Caught it to rive and melt me. At my birth, Might mate in cordage with its infant stems; 


This city, which, expectant of its Prince, Or on the sea-beat rock tore off the vest 

Lay hush’d, broke out in clamorous ecstasies ; Which burnt upon my bosom, and to air 

Yet, in that moment, while the uplifted cups Headlong committed, clove the water’s depth 

Foam’d with the choicest product of the sun, Which plummet never sounded; but in vain. 

And welcome thunder’d from a thousand throats, Jon. Yet succor came to thee? 

My doom was seal’d. From the hearth’s vacant Adras. A blessed one! ; 
space, Which the strange magic of thy voice revives, 

In the dark chamber where my mother lay, And thus unlocks my soul. My rapid steps 


Faint with the sense of pain-brought happiness, | Were, in a wood-encircled valley, stayed 
Came forth, in heart-appalling tone, these words By the bright vision of a maid, whose face 


“Of ne the nurseling: ‘‘ Woe unto the babe! Most lovely, more than loveliness reveal’d, : 
Against the life which now begins, shall life, In touch of patient grief, which dearcr scem’d 
Lighted from thence, be arm’d, and, both soon Than happiness to spirit sear’d like mine. F: 

quench’d, With feeble hands she strove to lay in earth D4 
End this great line in sorrow!” Ere I grew The body of her aged sire, whose death 
Of years to know myself a thing accursed, Left her alone. I aided her sad work, 
A second son was born, to steal the love | And goon two lonely ones, by holy rites, 
Which fate had else scarce rifled: he became Became one happy being. Days, weeks, months, 
My parent’s hope, the darling of the crew In stream-like unity flow’d silent by us | 
Who lived upon their smiles and thought it flattery In our delightful nest. My father’s spies— | 
To trace in every foible of my youth— Slaves whom my nod should have consign’d to | 
A prince’s youth '—the workings of the curse. | stripes — | 
My very mother—Jove! I cannot bear . |Or the swift falchion—tracked our sylvan home 
To speak it now—looked freezingly upon me! Just as my bosoin knew its second joy, 

Ion. But thy brother— And spite of fortune, I embraced a son. | 
Adras. Died. Thou hast heard the lie, Ion. Urged by thy trembling parents to avert 
The common lie that every peasant tells That. dreadful prophecy ? ! 

- Of me his master, that I slew the boy. Adras. Fools! did they deem 
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| 8 ION. {Act I, Scene 2, 
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Which hey Sauer on me? It had left un- Act I, Scene I. ! 
harm’ | 

A thousand ecstacies of passion’d years, CLEMANTHE seated—ABRA attending her. 

Which, tasted once, live ever, and disdain : : . 

Fate’s iron grapple! Could I now behold sero OR) neeteer seals eve wantcsnpee es 

That son, with knife uplifted at my heart, In the calm air, as when in happier times _ 

A moment ere my life- blood followed it, It show’d the gods propitious; wilt thou seek | 

I would embrace him with my dying eyes, Thy chamber, lest thy father and his friends, 

_ And pardon destiny! While jocund smiles Returning, find us hinderers of their council ? 

Wreathed on the infant’s face, as if sweeb She answers not—she hearkeus not—with jo | 
spirits Could I[ believe her, for the first time, sullen ! 

Suggested pleasant fancies to its soul, | Still she is rapt. 

The ruttians broke upon us; seized the child, 

Dashed through the thicket to the beetling rock Enter AGENOR, L. 


'’Neath which the deep wave eddies: I stvod | Oh, speak to my sweet mistress ; 


_ As stricken into stone; I heard him cry, 
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Its worst accomplishment could match the ill ScENE II.—The Interior of the Temple.—Same as 


still | Haply thy voice may rouse her. 

| Agen. Dear Clemanthe, 

Press’d by the rudeness of the murderer's gripe, «: Hope dawns in every omen; we shall hail 
Severer ill unfearing—then the splash : Our tranquil hours again. 


Of waters that shall cover him forever ; 
And could not stir to save him! : Enter MEDON, CLEON, TIMOCLES, and Others, L. 


3 
+ 
Ion. And the mother— Medon. Clemanthe here! ; 
Adras. She spake no word, but clasped me in| How sad! how pale! : 
her arms, Abra. Her eve is kindting—hush ! | 
And lay her down to die. A lingering gaze Clem. Hark! hear ye not a distant footstep? 
Of love she fix’d on me—none other loved— Medon. No. ; 4 
And so pass'd hence. By Jupiter! her look— |Look round, my fairest child; thy friends are $ 
Her dying patience glimmers in thy face! near thee. 
She lives again! She looks upon me now ! Clem. Yes! now ’tis lost—’tis on that endless ; 
There’s magic in’t. Bear with me—I am childish. stair! ops ee 3 
Nearer and more distinct—’tis his—’tis his ! + 
Enter CRYTHES and GUARDS, R. He lives! he comes! [Itises and rushes to back of $ 
Adras. Why art thou here ? the stage, at which IoN appears, C. and returns ¢§ 
Cry. The dial points tlfe hour. with her, C. ° : 
Adras. Dost thou not see that horrid purpose’ Here is your messenger, ; 
pass’d ? Whom Heaven has rescued from the tyrant’s rage 
Hast thou no heart—no sense ? Ye sent him forth to brave. Rejoice, old men, ‘ 
Cry. Scarce half an hour That ye are guiltless ofhis blood !—why pause ye? |¢ 
Hath flown since the command on which I wait. | Why shout ve not his welcome ? 3 
Adras. Searce half an hour!—years—years, Medon. Dearest gir), 3 
have roll’d since then. This is no scene for thee; go to thy chamber, ; 
Begone! remove that pageantry of death— 'T’ll come to thee ere long. p 
It blasts my sight—and hearken! Touch a hair (Ereunt CLEMANTHE@nd ABRA. ¢ 
Of this brave youth, or Jook on him as now She is o’erwrought z: 
With thy cold headsman’s eye, and yonder band — By fear and joy for one whose infant hopes ‘ 
Shall not expect a fearful show in vain. Were mingled with her own, even as a brother’s. ; 
Hence, without word ! [/rit CRYTHES, R. | Tim. Ton! : 
What wouldst thou have me do? How shall we do thee honor ? : 
Ion. Let thy awakened heart speak its own’ Jon. None is due, ¢ 
lanzuace ; Save to the gods whose gracious influence sways $ 
Convene thy Sages; frankly, nobly meet them; The king ye deem'd relentless; he consents ¢ 
Explore with them the pleasure of the gods, To meet ye presently in council—speed ! ‘3 
And, whatsoe’er the sacrifice, perform it. /This may be nature’s latest rally in bim, $ 
Adras. Well! I will seek their presence in an In fitful strength, ere it be quench’d forever ! re 
hour ; Medon. Haste to your seats! I will but speaka ¢$ 
Go summon them, young hero; hold! no word | word D4 
Of the strange passion thou hast witness’d here. With our brave friend, and follow; though con- ¢ 
Ion. Distrust me not! Benignant powers, I: vened rg 
thank ye! eee rk.  Inspeed, let our assembly lack no forms - 
Adras. Yet stay—he’s gone—his spell is on me Of due observance, which to furious power es 
yet; ‘Plead with the silent emphasis of years. ; 
What have I promised him? To meet the men | [Evreunt all but MEDON and ION, L. 
Who trom my living bead would strip the crown (Ton, draw near me; this eventful day 
And sit in judgment on me? I must do it— Hath shown thy nature’s graces circle round . 
Yet shall my band be ready to o’erawe _ With firmness which accomplishes the hero: . 
The course of liberal speech, and, if it rise And it would bring to me but one proud thought— '¢ 
So as too loudly to offend my ear, That virtues which required not culture’s aid } 
Strike the rash brawler dead! What idle dream Shed their first fragrance neath my roof, and there D4 
Of long-past days had melted me? It fades— Found shelter—but it also hath reveal’d 3 
It vanishes—I am again a king! , What I may not hide from thee, that my child, ; 
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| Act IL, Seas 2.) : ION. 9 


_ My blithe and innocent girl—more fair in soul, ‘All worldly toil and hope, he gathered strength, 
More delicate in fancy than in mould— In his old seat to speak one word of warning. 


Loves thee with other than a sister’s love. Thou know’st how bland with years his wisdom | 
I should have cared for this; I vainly deem’d egrew, 
A fellowship in childhood’s thousand joys And with what phrases, steep’d in love, he sheath’d | 
And household memories had nurtured friendship The sharpness of rebuke ; yet, ere his specch, | 
- Which might hold blameless empire in the soul; | Was closed, the tyrant started from his throne, 
' But in that guise the traitor hath stolen in, And with his base hand smote him; ’twas his | 
And the fair citadel is thine. death-stroke ! 
Ion. Tis true. The old man tottered home, and only once 
I did not think the nurseling of thy house Raised his head after. ve 
- Could thus disturb its holiest inmate’s duty Pho. Thou wert absent? Yes! 
' With tale of selfish passion; but we met The royal miscreant lives. 
, As playmates who might never meet again, Ctes. Had I beheld 
And then the hidden truth flash’d forth and show’d ' That sacrilege, the tyrant had lain dead, 
To each the image in the other’s soul Or I had been torn piecemeal by his minions. 
In one bright instant. But I was far away; when I return’d 
Medon. Be that instant blest iI found my father on the nearest bench 
Which made thee truly ours. My son! my son! | Within our door, his thinly silverd head 
’Tis we should feel uplifted, for the seal | Supported by wan hands, which hid his face, 
Of greatness is upon thee; yet I know , And would not be withdrawn ; no groan, no sigh 


That when the gods, won by thy virtues, draw ‘Was audible, and we might only learn, 
The veil which now conceals their lofty birth-place, ‘By short, convulsive tremblings of his frame, | 
Thou wilt not spurn the maid who prized them , That life still flicker’d in it—yet at last, 


lowly. i By some unearthly inspiration roused, 
Jon. Spurn her! My father! | He dropp’d his wither’d hands, and sat erect 
| : As in his manhood’s glory—the free blood | 
_ Enter CTESIPHON, C. |Flush’d crimson through his cheeks, his furrow’d | 
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_ Medon. Ctesiphon !—and breathless— | row 
| Artcometochide metothe council? [Crosses toc. | Expanded clear, and his eyes opening full, 
Ctes. No; -Gleam’d with a youthful fire; I fell in awe 
. To bring unwontcd joy; thy son approaches. | Upon my knees before him—still he spake not, 
| Medon. Thank Heaven! Hast spoken with him?! But slowly raised his arm untrembling; clench’d 
Is he well? ‘His hand as if it grasp’d an airy knife, 
Ctes. I strove in vain to reach him, for the crowd, | And struck in air: my and was join’d with his 
Roused from the untended couch and dismal hearth | In nervous grasp—my lifted eye met his 
By the strange visiting of hope, press’d round him ; | In steadfast gaze—my pressure answer’d his— 
But, by his head erect and fiery glance, We knew at once each other’s thought; a smile 
I know that he is well, and that he bears Of the old sweetness play’d upon bis lips, | 
- A message which shall shake the tyrant. [Shouts And life forsook him. WeaponlessI flew | 
| without.] See! ; Lo seek the tyrant, and was driven with scoffs 
The throng is tending this way—now it parts, From the proud gates which shelter him. Helives— 
And yields him to thy arms. And I am here to babble of revenge! 
Enter PHOCION, L. eer ia my friend—haste with me to the | 
Medon. Welcome, my Phocion— Jon. Even while wespeak, Adrastus meets his | 
Long waited for in Argos; how detain’d council; | 
Now matters not, since thou art here in joy. There let us seek him: should ye find himtouch’d |: 

' Hast brought the answer of the god ? With penitence, as happily ye may, ! 
Pho. Thave: Oh, give allowance to his softened nature! 

Now let Adrastus tremble! Ctes. Show grace to him! Dost dare? I had 

'  Medon. May we hear it? forgot, 

' Pho. T am sworn first to utter it to him. Thou dost not know how a son loves a father! 
Ctes. But it is fatal to him !—say but that! Ion. I know enough to feel for thee; I know 
Pho. Ha, Ctesiphon !—I mark’d thee not before; Thou hast endured the vilest wrongs that tyranny » 

How fares thy father? ‘In its worst frenzy can intlict; yet think, 
Ion. {to PHOCION.] Do not speak of him! O think! before the irrevocable deed 
Ctes. [overhearing Ion.] Not speak of him!) Shuts out all thought, how much of power’s excess 
Dost think there is a moment ‘Is theirs who raise the idol: do we groan 
When common things eclipse the burning thought Beneath the personal force of this rash man, 

| Of him and vengeance ? Who forty summers since hung at the breast , 
Pho. Has the tyrant’s sword— A playful weakling ; whom the heat unnerves; 

' _ Ctes. No, Phocion ; that were merciful and brave | The north wind pierces; and the hand of death 

| Compared to his base deed ; yet will Itell it, May in a moment change to clay as vile 

[Crosses toc. |As that of the scourged slave whose chains it 

To make the flashing of thine eye more deadly, | severs ? 

And edge thy words that they may rive his heart- No! ’tis our weakness gasping, or the shows 
| strings. Of outward strength that builds up tyranny, 3 
; The last time that Adrastus dared to face And makes it look so glorious: if we shrink 7 

The Sages of the state, although my father, ' Faint-hearted from the reckoning of our span | 
| Yielding to nature’s mild decay, had left | Of mortal days, we pamper the fond wish ! 
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For long duration in a line of kings: 
If the rich pageantry of thoughts must fade, 
All unsubstantial as the regal hues 
Of eve which purpled them, our cunning frgilty 
Must robe a living image with their pomp, 
And wreathe a diadem around its brow, 
In which our sunny fantasies may live 
Empearl’d, and gleam, in fatal splendor, far 
On after ages. We must look within 
For that which makes us slaves; on sympathies 
Which find no kindred objects in the plain 
Of common life—affections that aspire 
In air too thin—and fancy’s dewy film 
Floating for rest; for even such delicate threads, 
Gather’d by Fate’s engrossing hand, supply 
The eternal spindle whence she weaves the bond 
Of cable strength in which our nature struggles! 

Ctes. Go, to others, if thou wilt; to me 
Ail argument, save that of steel, is idle. 

Medon. No more; let’s to the council—there, 


my son 

Tell thy great message nobly; and for thee, 

Poor orphan’d youth, be sure the gods are just! 
[Exreunt L. 


ScENE ITI.—The great Square of the City. ADRAS- 
TUS seated ona throne ; AGENOR, TIMOCLES, 
CLEON, and others, seated as Councilors—Sou- 
DIERS line the Stage at a distance. 


(Act I, Scene 3. 


| Agen. Thou hast the power 


To cast thyself upon the earth with us 

In penitential shame: or, if this power 

Hath left a heart made weak by luxury 

And hard by pride, thou hast at least the power 
To cease the mockery of thy frantic revels. 

Adras. 1 have yet power to punish insult—look 

I use it not, Agenor! Fate may dash 

My sceptre from me, but shall not command 

My will to hold it with a feebler grasp ; 

Nay, if few hours of empire yet are mine, 

They shall be color’d with a sterner pride, 

And peopled with more lustrous joys, than flush’d 
'In the serene procession of its greatness, 
| Which look’d perpetual, as the tlowing course 

Of human things. Have ye beheld a pine 


| That clasp’d the mountain-summit with a root 


As firm as its rough marble, and, apart 

From the huge shade of undistinguish’d trees, 
Lifted its head as in delight to share 
| The evening glories of the sky, and taste 
; The wanton dalliance of the heavenly breeze, 
| That no ignoble vapor from the vale 

Could mingle with—smit by the flaming marl, 
| And lighted for destruction? How it stood 


One glorious moment, fringed and wreathed with 


fire 
| Which showed the inward graces of its shape, 
Uncumber’d now, and midst its topmost boughs, 
That young Ambition’s airy fancies made 


Adras. Upon your summons, Sages, I am here ; | Their giddy nest, leap’d sportive; never clad 
Your king attends to know your pleasure ; speak it. | By liberal summer in a pomp so rich 
Agen. And canst thou ask? If the heart dead | As waited on its downfall, while it took 


within thee 
Receives no impress of this awful time, 
Art thou of sense forsake? Are thine ears 
So charm’d by strains of slavish minstrelsy, 
That the dull groan and frenzy- pointed shriek 
Pass them unheard to Heaven? Orare thine eyes 
So conversant with prodigies of grief, 
They cease to dazzle at them? Art thou arm’d 
’Gainst wonder, while, in all things, Nature turns 
To dreadful contraries; while Youth’s full cheek 
Is shrivel’d into furrows of sad years, 
And ’neath its glossy curls untinged by care 
Looks out a keen anatomy; while Age 
Is stung by feverish torture fur an hour 
Into Youth’s strength; while fragile Womanhood 
Starts into frightful courage, all unlike 
The gentle strength its gentle weakness feeds, 
To make affliction beautiful, and stalks 
Abroad, a tearless and unshuddering thing ; 
While Childhood, jn its orphan’d freedom blithe, 
Finds, in the shapes of wretchedness which seem 
Grotesque to its unsadden’d vision, cause 
For dreadful mirth, that shortly shall be hush’d 
In never-broken silence; and while Love, 
Immortal through all change, makes ghastly Death 
Its idol, and with furious passion digs 
Amid sepulchral images for gauds 
To cheat its fancy with? Do sights like these 
Glare through the realm thou shouldst be parent to, 
And canst ie find the voice to ask “our plea- 
sure’ 
Adras. Cease, babbler; wherefore would ye 
stun my ears ; 
With vain recital of the griefs I know, 
And cannot heal? will Treason turn aside 
The shatts of Fate, or medicine Nature’s ills? 
T have no skill in pharmacy, nor power 
To sway the clements. 


The storm-cloud roll’d behind it for a curtain, 
To gird its splendors round, and made the blast 
Its minister to whirl its tlashing shreds 
Aloft towards heaven, or to the startled depths 
Of forests that afar might share its doom! 
So shall the royalty of Argos pass 
In festal blaze to darkness! Have ye spoken? 
Agen. I speak no more to thee! Great Jove, 
look down! [Shouts without. 
Adras. What factious brawl] is this? disperse 
it, soldiers. 
[Shouting renewed. As some of the SOLDIERS are 
about to march, PHOCION rushes in, followed by 
| COTESIPHON, ION and MEDON. 
Whence is this insolent intrusion ? 
Pho. King! 
I bear Apollo’s answer to thy praver. 
Adras. re not thy travel taught thy knee its 
duty 
Here we had school’d thee better. 
Pho. Kneel to thee! 
Medon. Patience, my son! 
king. 
Pho. Never! Thou talkst of schooling—know, 
Adrastus, 
That I have studied in a nobler schoo 
Than the dull haunt of venal sophistry, 
Or the lewd guard-room, o’er which ancient 
Heaven 
Extends its arch for all, and mocks the span 
Of palaces and dungeons; where the heart 
In its free beatings ’neath the coarsest vest, 
Claims kindred with diviner things than power 
Of kings can raise or stitle—in the school 
Of mighty Nature—where I learn’d to blush 
At sight like this, of thousands basely hush’d 
Before a man no mightier than themselves, 
‘Save in the absence of that love that softens. 


Do homage to the 


ad 
oom 


LOOT HHO H HOES O EES OLEETOETOOOOT TIT TITTTT TTT H UHHH THY OLY OHHHIELOIOLIDIVEHSSOESHSESOOHHOVULOLOLOOEHELH HEHEHE OHHH EF OL OLHLOOLOOELEHELHHEHHOEOEOEHEHOOOD 


1 


PHSHSSHSHSHSOSOHSHHOOSD FSS SSSEH SSF SSH OHHESOSHHSSHSHHOSHHOSHSHOSCHSHOOOSHSEHSUHESEPESCOOHOSO SOSH HOSHS SPO SHHSSHOSHHSOO SSE SOLO CEUSPOOESOO ODODE SUOS HS HOEOOCOOOD 


+ 
oe 


9OO4-9469-66040-64 > 6464464545 $4 HHH 4656544664 6455445464465454445545 5H H4H44H 4444454564444 445044664446466 64 


—— —_- 


| Act IT, Scene I.) ION. 1l 
| 
Adras. Peace! speak thy message. |Soold that no tradition names the power 
Pho. Shall I tell it here ¥ That hallow’d it—which we will consecrate 
Or shall I seek thy couch at dead of night, Anew to freedom and to justice. 
And breathe it in low whispers? As thou wilt. Ctes. Thither 
Adras. Here—and this instant! Will I bring friends to meet thee. Shall we speak 
Pho. Hearken then, Adrastus, To yon rapt youth ? | Pointing to Ion. 
And hearken, Argives—thus Apollo speaks: Pho. His nature is too gentle. 
[Reads a scroll.) ‘‘ Argos ne’er shall find release | At sunset we will meet. ith arms ? 
Till her monarch’s race shall cease.” ' Ctes. A knife— 


Adras. ’Tis not God’s will, but man’s sedition One sacrificial knife will serve. 
speaks. ho. At sunset! 
Guards! tear thut lying parchment from his hands, [Exeunt CTESIPHON R., PHOCION C. L. 
And bear him to the palace. Ion. [comes forward.| Oh, wretched man, thy 
Medon. Touch him not— words have sea)’d thy doom! 


| 
He is Apollo’s messenger, whose lips | Why should I shiver at it, when no way, ! 
Were never stained with falsehood. 'Save this, remains to break the ponderous cloud | 
Pho. Come on, all! That hangs above my wretched country f Death, | 
Agen. Surround him, friends' Die with him! | A single death, the common lot of all, | 
Adras. Soldiers, cLarge Which it will not be mine to look upon, 


Upon these rebels; hew them down. On: on! And yet its ghastly shape dilates before me; 

[The SOLDIERS advance and surround the people: I cannot shut it out; my thoughts grow rigid 

they seize PHOCION. ION rushes from the back And as that grim and prostrate figure haunts them 
of the stage, and throws himself between ADRAS- | My sinews stiffen like it. Courage, Ion! 
TUS and PHOCION. ° No spectral form is here; all outward things 
Pho. {to ADRASTUS.] Yet I defy thee. Wear their own old familiar looks; no dye 
Ion. [to PHOCION.) Friend! for sake of all, PoHutes them. Yet the air has scent of blood, 

Enrage him not—wait while I speak a word— And now it eddies with a hurtling sound, 

My sovereign, I implore thee, do not stain [7Zo' As if some weapon swiftly clove it. No— 


ADRASTUS. ‘The falchion’s course is silent as the grave 
This sacred place with blood: in Heaven’s great | That yawns before its victim. Gracious powers! 
hame If the great duty of my life be near 


I do conjure thee—and in hers, whose spirit Grant it may be tosuffer, not to strike. [Exit R. 
Is mourning for thee now! rs: 
Adras. Release the stripling— 
Let him go spread his treason where he will. | ACT III. 
e is not worth my anger. To the palace! 
Ion. Nay, yet an instant!—let my speech have ScENE I.—A Terrace of the Temple. 
power Enter CLEMANTHE and ION, R. 
| 


From Heaven to move thee further: thou hast} Clem. Nay, I must chide this sorrow from thy 
heard brow, 


The sentence of the god, and thy heart owns it; Or ’twill rebuke my happiness ;—I know 

If thou wilt cast aside this cumbrous pomp, Too well the miseries that hem us round ; 

And in seclusion purify thy soul, And yet the inward sunshine of my soul, 

Long fever’d and sophisticate, the gods , Unclouded by their melancholy shadows, 

May give thee space for penitential thoughts ; | Bathes in its deep tranquillity one image— 

If not—as surely as thou standest here ,One only image, which no outward storm 

Wilt thou lie stitf and weltering in thy blood— | Can ever ruffie. Let me wean thee, then 

The vision presses on me now. | From this vain pondering o’er the general woe, 

Adras. Art mad? Which makes my joy look ugly. 

Resign my state? Sue to the gods for life, Jon. No, my fair one, 

The common life which every slave endures, The gloom that wrongs thy love is unredeem’d 

And meanly clings to? No; within yon walls | By generous sense of others’ woe; too sure 

I shall resume the banquet, never more It rises from dark presages within, 

Broken by man’s intrusion. Councilors, And will not from me. 

Farewell !—go mutter treason till ye perish ! Clem. Then it is most groundless ! | 
| 


[Ereunt ADRASTUS, CRYTHESand SOLDIERS,L. | Hast thou not won the blessing of the perishing 
Ion. [stands apart leaningon a pedestal.) ’Tis ; By constancy, the fame of which shall live 
seal’d! While a heart beats in Argos ?—hast thou not 


Medon. Let us withdraw, and strive , Upon one agitated bosom pour’d 
By sacrifice to pacify the gods! The sweetest peace? and can thy gencrous nature, 
[MEDON, AGENOR, and COUNCILORS retire; they While it thus sheds felicity around it, | 
stands apart, as wrapt in meditation. fon. 1 strove awhile | 
Ctes. "Tis well; the measure of his guilt is fill’d. To think the assured possession of thy love 
Where shall we meet at sunset ? With too divine a burthen weigh’d my heart, , 
Pho. In the grove And press’d my spirits down; but ’tis not so, 
Which with its matted shade imbrowns the vale: Nor will I with false tenderness beguile thee 
Between those buttresses of rock that guard By feigning that my sadness has a cause 
The sacred mountain on its western side, | So exquisite! Clemanthe! thou wilt find me 


Stands a rude altar, overgrown with moss, A sad companion; I who knew not life, 


+ 
+ 
¢ 
+ 

leave CTESIPHON, PHOCION and Ion. Ion still Remain itself unbless’d ? ; 
: 

And stain’d with drippings of a million showers, Save as the sportive breath of happiness, $ 
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soul, 
_ Guileless as infancy, and undisturb’d 


12 ION. ; [Act ITI, Scene-2. 
Now feel my minutes teeming, as they rise, — Clem. Letme . 
With grave experiences; I dream no more Go with thee. Oh, how often, hand in hand, 
Of azure realms where restless beauty sports In such a lovely light have we roam’d westward, - 
In myriad shapes fantastic: dismal vaults Aimless and blessed, when we were no more 
In black succession open, till the gloom - | Than playmates: surely we are hot grown stranger 
Afar is broken by a streak of fire Since yesterday ! 
That shapes my name—the fearful wind that, Jon. No, dearest, not to-night: 
moans The plague yet rages fiercely in the vale, 
Before the storm articulates its sound ; And Iam placed in grave commission here 
And as I pass’d but now the solemn range | To watch the gates—indeed, thou must not pass ; 


Of Argive monarchs, that in sculptured mockery | I will be merrier when we meet again— 


Clem. Farewell, then! 
How fearful disproportion shows in one 
Whose life hath been all harmony! He bends 
Toward that thick covert where in blessed hour 


Bent on me instinct with a frightful life, 

That drew me into fellowship with them, 
Asconscious marble ; while their ponderous lips— 
Fit organs of eternity —unclosed, 


| Of present empire sit, their eyes of stone [cle me, my love, I will; farewell! [Exit L. 


And, as I live to tell thee, murmurd, ‘“‘ Hail ! . My father found him, which has ever been 

Han! Ion THE DEVOTED!” His chosen place of musing. Shall I follow? 
Clem. These are fancies, Am I already grown a selfish mistress, 

Which thy soul, late expanded with great purpose, | To watch his solitude with jealous eye, 

Shapes, as it quivers. to its natural circle And claim himall? That let me never be— 

In which its joys should lurk, as in the bud Yet danger from within besets him now, 

The cellsof fragrance cluster. Bid them from thee, ; Known to me only—I will follow him! ([#7itL. 

ee le ee eae SCENE II.—An opening in a deep Wood—in front 

I'tl gaze upon thy loveliness, and drink an old gray Altar. 

Its quiet in; how beautiful thou art! Enter Ion. 

My pulse throbs now as it was wont; a being Ion. 0 winding pathways, o’er whose scanty 

Which owns so fair a glass to mirror it, blades 

Cannot show darkly. Of unaspiring grass mine eyes have bent 
Clem. We shall soon be happy ; So often whet by y musing fancy sway’d, 

My father will rejoice to bless our love, That craved alliance with no wider.scene 

' And Argos waken; for her tyrant’s course Than your fair thickets border’d, but was pleased 
' Must have a speedy end. To deem the toilsome years of manhood flown, 

fon. It must! It must! And, on the pictured mellowness of age 
Clem. Yes; for no empty talk of public wrongs Idly reflective, image my return 

Assails him now; keen hatred and revenge , From careful wanderings, to find ye gleam 


Are aroused to crush him. 


With unchanged aspect on a heart unchanged, 
Ion. Not by such base agents 


And melt the busy past to a sweet dream, 
ie the august lustration be achieved: As then the future was; why should ye now 
He who shall cleanse his country from the guilt |! Echo my steps with melancholy sound, 
For which Heaven smites her, should be pure of| As ye were conscious of a guilty presence f 
The lovely light of eve, that, as it waned, 
Touch’d ye with softer, homelier look, now fades 


By personal anger as thy father is, In dismal blackness; and yon twisted roots 
When, with unswerving hand and piteous eye, Of ancient trees, with whose fantastic forms 
He stops the brief life of the innocent kid My thoughts grew humorous, look terrible, 
Bound with white fillets to the altar; so As if about to start to serpent life, 

Euwreathed by fate the royal victim heaves, | And hiss around me; whither shall I turn? 

_ And soon his breast shall shrink beneath the knife Where fly? I see the myrtle-cradled spot 
Of the selected slayer ! : Where human love, instructed by divine, 
Clem. ’Tis thyself Found and embraced me first; I’ll cast me down 


Whom thy strange language pictures—Ion! thou— ' Upon the earth as on a mother’s breast, 
fon. She has said it! Her pure lips have spoken In hope to feel myself again a child. 


out [Retires into the wood. 
What all things intimate: didst thou not mark Enter CTESIPHON, CASSANDER, and other AR- 
Me for the oflice of avenger—me ? GIVE YOUTHS. 
Clem. No—save from the wild picture that thy | Ctes. Sure this must be the place that Phocion 
fancy— spoke of ; 
Thy o’er eiouant fancy drew ; I thought it look’d The twilight deepens, yet he does not come. 
Too like thee, and I shudder‘d. Oh, if, instead of idle dreams of freedom, 
fon. So do I! He knew the sharpness of a grief like mine, 
_ And yet I almost wish I shudder’d more, He would not linger thus! 
For the dire thought has grown familiar with me—! Cass. The sun’s broad disk 


Could I-escape it ! Of misty red, a few brief minutes since, 
Clem. ’Twill away in sleep. Sank ’neath the leaden wave; but night steals on 
Ion. No, no! I dare not sleep—for well I know | With rapid pace to veil us, and thy thoughts 
That then the knife will gleam, the blood will gush, ! Are eager as the favoring darkness. 
The form will stiffen !—I will walk awhile Enter PHOCION. 
In the sweet evening light, and try to chase Ctes. Welcome! 
These fearful images away. ‘Thou know’st all here. 
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Act III, Scene 2.} ION. 13 
4 Pho. Yes; I rejoice, Cassander [CTESIPHON takes off his helmet and gives it to 
¢ To find thee my companion in a deed | CASSANDER, who retires with tt RB. | 
$: Worthy of all the dreamings of old days, Pho. (to CTESIPHON.] He whose name | 

' When we, two rebel youths, grew safely brave | Thou shalt draw first shall fill the post of glory. 

In visionary perils. We'll not shame Were it not also well, the second name | 
¢ Our young imaginations. Ctesiphon, Should designate another, charged to take | 
; We look to thee for guidance in our aim. The same great office, if the first should leave , 
t Ctes. I bring you glorious news. ‘There is a, His work imperfect ? | 

| soldier, Ctes. There can scarce be need ; 
| Who, in his reckless boyhood, was my comrade, _ Yet as thou wilt. May the first chance be mine! 

And though by taste of luxury subdued .I will leave little for a second arm! ' 

Even to brook the tyrant’s service, burns [CASSANDER returns with the helmet. ! 
i With generous anger to avenge that grief Ctes. Now, gods, decide! 
~ I bear above all others. He has made ([CTESIPHON dratrs a lot from the helmet. 
: The retribution sure. From him I learnt Pho. The name! Why dost thou pause f | 

That when Adrastus reached his palace court, Ctes. ’Tis Ion! | 
He paused to struggle with some mighty throe Ion. Well I knew it would be mine! : 


Of passion; then call’d eagerly for wine, ([CTESIPHON draws another lot. 
And bade his soldiers share his choicest stores, Ctes. Phocion! it will be thine to strike him dead 
And snatch, like him, a day from Fortune. Soon, | If he should prove faint-hearted. 


AS one worn out by watching and excess, Pho. With my life 

He stagger’d to his couch, where now he lies I'll answer for his constancy. 

Oppress’d with heavy sleep, while his loose  Ctes. (to lon.} ‘Thy hand! 
soldiers, Tis cold as death. 

Made by the fierce carousal vainly mad | Ion. Yes, but it is as firm. 


Or grossly dull, are scatter’d through the courts | What ceremony next ? | 
Unarm’d and cautionless. The eastern portal [CTESIPHON leads ION to the altar, and gives him 


Is at this moment open; by that gate a knife. | 

We all may enter unperceived, and line Ctes. Receive this steel, 

The passages which gird the royal chamber, For ages dedicate in my sad home 

While one blest hand within completes the doom To sacrificial uses; grasp it nobly, 

Which Heaven pronounces. Nothing now remains, And consecrate it to untrembling service 

But that, as all would snare this action’s glory, Against the King of Argos and his race. 

We join in one great vow, and choose one arm = Jon. His race! Is he not left alone on earth ? 

Our common minister. Ob, if these sorrows He hath no brother and no child. | 

Confer on me the office to return Ctes. Such words 

Upon the tyrant’s shivering heart the blow The god hath used, who never speaks in vain. 

Which crush’d my father’s spirit, I will leave - Pho. There were old rumors of an infant born, 

To him who cares for toys the patriot’s laurel And strangely vanishing—a tale of guilt | 

And the applause of ages! Half hush’d, perchance distorted in the hushing, 
Pho. Let the gods And by the wise scarce heeded, for they deem’d it 

By the old course of lot reveal the name One of a thousand guilty histories : 

Of the predestined champion. For myself, Which, if the walls of palaces could speak, ! 

Here do I solemnly devote all powers Would show that, nursed by prideful luxury, 

Of soul and body to that glorious purpose To pamper which the virtuous peasant toils, ! 

We live but to fulfill. - |Crimes grow unpunished, which the pirate’s nest, | 
Ctes. And I! Or Want’s foul hovel, or the cell which Justice 
Cass. And I! Keeps for unlicensed guilt, would startle at! 
Ion. [who has advanced from the wood, rushes; We wust root out the stock, that no stray scion 

to the altar, and exclaims] And I! Renew the tree, whose branches, stifling virtue, 


Pho. Most welcome! The serenest powers of Shed poison-dews on joy. 
justice, (lon approaches the altar, and lifting up the knife, 
In prompting thy unspotted soul to join | speaks. 
Our bloody councils, sanctify and bless them ! Ion. Ye eldest gods, 
Ion. The godshave prompted me; forthey have Who in no statues of exactest form 


given Are palpable ; who shun the azure heights 
One dreadful voice to all things which should be Of beautiful Olympus, and the sound 
Else dumb or musical; and I rejoice Of ever-young Apollo’s miustrelsy ; 
To step from the grim round of waking dreams | Yet, mindful of the empire which ye held 
Into this fellowship which makes all clear. Over dim Chaos, keep revengeful watch 
Wilt trust me, Ctesiphon? — On falling nations and on kingly lines 
Ctes. Yes; but we waste About to sink forever; ve who shed 
The precious minutes in vain talk ; if lots Into the passions of earth’s giant brood 
Must guide us, have ye scrolls? And their fierce usazes the sense of justice, 
Pho. Cassander has them; ; Who clothe the fated battlements of. tyranny 


The flickering light of yonder glade will serve him ; With blackness as a funeral pall, and breathe 
To inscribe them with our names. Be quick, Cas-' Through the proud halls of time-embclden’d guilt | 
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| sander ! Portents of ruin, hear me! In your presence, | 
| Ctes. I wear acasque, beneath whose ironcirclet For now I feel ye nigh, I dedicate . 

My father’s dark hairs whiten’d; let it hold This arm to the destruction of the king 
| The names of his avengers ! And of his race! Oh, keep.me pitiless ! 
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14 ION. | | (Act III, Sechers 


| Hark! Tam call'd. Medon. Sit down, my pensive child. 
Clem. Nay, do not leave me thus. Abra, this boy is faint ; see him refreshed 
Ion. ’Tis very sad—[voices again]—I dare not With food and wine before thou let’st him pass. 
stay—farewell ! [Exitl1E.L. | Irus. I have been too long absent from Agenor, 
| Clem. It must be to Adrastus that he hastes! ‘Who needs my slender help. 
If by his hand the fated tyrant die, Medon. Nay, I will use 
Austere remembrance of the deed will hang Thy master’s firmness here, and use it so 
Upon his delicate spirit like a cloud, As he would use it. Keep him prisoner, Abra, 
And tinge its world of happy images Till he has done my bidding. 
With hues of horror. Shall I to the palace, [Exzeunt ABRA and IRUS, R 
SOOEEaOODEDEDDODEDESEEEEEEEEDEEEEEEESSAOEESSEEESSDEEESSSASDESD ESD SSSO44S44$404446404600064 


Expel all] human weakness from my frame, | : And, as the price of my disclosure, claim 
That this keen weapon shake not when his heart | His safety ¢ No! ’Tis never woman’s part, 


Should feel its point ; and if he has a child | Out of her fond misgivings, to perplex 

Whose blood is needful to the sacrifice ‘The fortunes of the man to whom she cleaves; : 
My country asks, harden my soul to shed it! Tis hers to weave all that she has of fair 

Was not that thunder ? And bright in the dark meshes of their web, 


Ctes. No; I heard no sound. Inseparate from their windings. My poor heart 
Now mark me, Ion! Thou shalt straight be led’: | Hath found its refuge in a hero’s love, 

To the king’s chamber, we shall be at hand; . Whatever destiny his generous soul 

Nothing can give thee pause. Hold! one should. Slap for him ;—’tis its duty to be still, 


watch trust him till it bound or break with his. 
The city’s eastern portal, lest the troops, (Exit 1. 
Returning from the work of plunder home, ————__—__—_ 
Surround us unprepared. Be that thy duty. ScENE III.—A Chamber in the Temple. 
Pho. T am to second Ion if be dit’ paren eile EvON 
Ctes. He cannot fail; I shal} be nigh. What, aren ape not within the temple, 


Ion! Abroad at such an hour? Sure, not alone 
Ion. Who ee tome? WhereamI? Friends, | sig wandered: tell me truly, did not Phocion 
your pardon : ‘Or Ion bear her company? ’Twas Ion— 


Iam prepared; yet grant me for a moment, as ! 
One little moment, to be left alone. indeed 1 lobes adh ra he? I shall not chide, | 
| 


Ctes. Be brief, then, or the season of revenge Abra. She went forth alone ; 


Will pass. At yonder thicket we'll expect thee. | pit it is true that Ion just before 


reunt all but Ion, L. | 
Jon. Methinks I breathe more freely, now my | 1d taken the same path. 
I would they were returned: the night is grown 


lot 
Is palpable and mortals gird me round, 
Though my soul owns no sympathy with theirs. Tonk age ed eee : Some one comes— 


Some one approaches—I must hide this knife— Abra. {looki 
ng out.| No: young Irus 
nee ay tana eee now had aught to hide | The tittle rahe ‘whose pretty tale of grief 
Agenor, with so gracious a res 
[He conceals the knife in his vest. | This morning told ae pect, 
Enter CLEMANTHE, U. E. L. Medon. Let him come: he bears 
Clemanthe here! | Some message from his master. 


Clem. Forgive mé that I break upon thee thus: Enter IRv8, L. 
I meant to watch thy steps unscen; but night Medon. [to Inus.] Thou art pale: 
Is thickening; thou art haunted by sad fancies, | Has any evil happened to Agenor ? 
And ’tis more terrible to think upon thee, Irus. No, my good lord: I do not come from 
hi 
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Wandering with such companions in thy bosom, | im ; 
Than in the peril thou art wont to seek I bear to thee a scroll from one who now 
Beside the bed of death. Is numbered with the dead; he was my kinsman, 


Ion. Death, say’st thou? Death? 
Is it not righteous when the gods decree it ? 
And brief its sharpest agony?t Yet, fairest, 
It is no theme for thee. Goin at once, 


But I had never seen him till he lay 

Upon his death-bed ; for he left these shores 
Long before I was born, and no one knew 
His place of exile. On this mournful day 


And think of it no more. | He landed, was plague-stricken, and expired. 
Clem. Not without thee! My gentle master gave me leave to tend 
Indeed, thou art not well; thy hands are marble ; | His else unsolaced death-bed; when he found 
Thine eyes are fixed ; let me support thee, love. |The clammy chillness of the grave steal on, 
Ha! what is that gleaming within thy vest? He called for parchment, and, with trembling hand | 
A knife! Tell me its purpose, Ion ! That seem’d to gather firmness from its task, 
Ion. No; Wrote earnestly ; conjured me take the scroll 
My oath forbids. Instant to thee—and died. 


[Irvs gives a scroll to MEDON. 
Medon. [reading the scroll.) ‘These are high tid- 
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Clem. An oath! Oh, gentle Ion, 
What can have link’d thee to a cause which needs 
A stronger cement than a good man’s word ? ings. 
There’s danger in it. Wilt thou keep it from me ? Lei is not Clemanthe come? I long 
Ion. Alas, I must. Thou wilt know all full: To tell her all. 
soon— [ Votces without call “Ion ” | Enter CLEMANTHE. 
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Act IV, Scene 1.] 


| 


Now, Clemanthe, 


I will not be too strict in my award, 

By keeping from thee news of one to thee 

Most dear—nay, do not blush—I say most dear. 
Clem. It is of Ion! No—I do not blush, 

But tremble. O my father, what of Ion? 


noble! 

And now ’tis proved. The kinsman of that 
Was with another hired to murder him, 
A babe; they tore him from his mother’s breast, 
And to a sea-girt summit, where a rock 
O’erhung a chasm, by the surge’s force 
Made terrible, rush’d with him. As the gods: 
In mercy ordered it, the foremost ruffian, 
Who bore no burden 
In the wild hurry of his guilty purpose, 
Trod at the extreme verge upon a crag 
Loosen’d by summer from its granite bed, 
And suddenly fell with it; with his fall 
Sank the base daring of the man who held 
The infant; so he placed the uncvnscious babe 
Upon the spot where it was found by me; 
Watched till he saw the infant safe, then fled, 
Fearful of question, and returned to die. 
That child is Ion. Whom dost guess his sire f 
The first in Argos! 

Clem. Dost thou mean Adrastus f 
He cannot—must not—be that tyrant’s son! 


girl, 
He hath no touch of his rash father's pride ; 
For Nature, from whose genial lap he smiled 
Upon us first, hath moulded for her own 
The suppliant of her bounty; thou art bless’d : 
Thus, let me bid thee joy. 

Clem. Joy, sayst thou f—joy ! 
Then I must speak—he seeks Adrastus’ life! 
And at this moment, while we talk, may stain 
His soul with parricide. 

Medon. Impossible ! 
Ion, the gentlest-— 

lem. It is true, my father ! 

I saw the weapon gleaming in his vest: 
I beard him called ‘ 

Medon. Shall I alarm the palace ? 


Before our tale could be his safeguard. Gods! 
Is there no hope, no refuge ? ¢ 
Medon. Yes, if Heaven 
Assist us. I bethink me of a passage, 
Which, fashioned by a king in pious zeal, 
That he might seek the altar of the god 
In secret, from the temple’s inmost shrine 
Leads to the royal chamber. I have tracked it 
In youth for pastime. Could I tread it now, 
I yet might save him. 
Clem. Oh, make haste, my father! 
Shall I attend thee ? 
Medon. No: thou wouldst impede 
My steps: thow'rt fainting! when I have lodged 
thee safe 


In thy own chamber, I will light the torch 
| And instantly set forward. 
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p Clem. Do not waste 

ninstant’s space on me: speed, speed, my father! 
| The fatal moments fly—I need no aid; 

' Thou seest I am calm, quite calm. 

| Medon. The gods protect thee | 

| {[Exeunt MEDON L., CLEMANTHE R. 
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ION. 


Though thou hast played the truant and the rebel, 


iMedon. How often have we guessed his lineage 


pressing through the gloom | And see me strike! 


ACT IV. 


SCENE I.— The Royal Chamber. 
ADRASTUS on a couch, asleep. EnterIon, witha 
knife. 

Ion. Why do I creep thus stealthily along 


' With trembling steps ? Am I not arm’d by Heaven 
‘To execute its mandate on a king 


youth Whom it hath doom’d? And shall I falter now, 


e every moment that he breathes may crush 

| Some life else happy? Can I be deceived, 

By some foul passion, crouching in my soul, 
Which takes a radiant form to lure me on? 
Assure me, gods: Yes; I have heard your voices; 
For I dare pray ye now to nerve my arm 

[He goes to the couch. 
He’s smiling in his slumber, 

| As if some happy thought of innocent days 
Play’d at his heartstrings: must I scare it thence 
With death’s sharp agony? He lies condemn’d 
By the high judgment of supernal Powers, 

And he shall know their sentence. Wake, Adras- 
tus! : 
Collect thy spirits, and be strong to die! 
Adras. Who dares disturb my rest? Guards! 
Soldiers! Recreants! 

Where tarry ye? Why smite ye not to earth 
This bold intruder? Ha, no weapon here! 

What wouldst thou with me, rufhan? [2ising. 


Medion. It is most certain. Nay, my thankless: Jon. I am none, 


But a sad instrument in Jove’s great hand 
To take thy life, long forfeited—prepare ! 
Thy hour is come! 

Adras. Villains! does no one hear ? 

Ion. Vex not the closing minutes of thy being 
With torturing hope or idle rage; thy guards, 
Palsied with revelry, are scatter’d senseless, 
While the most valiant of our Argive youths 
Hold every passage by which human aid 
Could reach thee. Present death is the award 
Of powers who watch above me, while I stand 
To execute their sentence. 

Adras. Thou! I know thee— 

The youth I spared this morning, in whose ear 
I pour’d the secrets of my bosom. Kill me 
If thou dar’st do it; but bethink thee, first, 


a 


‘Clem. No: in the fierce confusion, he would fall! How the grim memory of thy thankless deed 


‘Will haunt thee to the grave! 

Ion. It is most true ; 
Thou sparedst my life, and therefore do the gods 
Ordain me to this office, lest thy fall 
Seem the chance forfeit of some single sin, 
And not the great redress of Argos. Now— 
Now, while I parley—spirits that have left, 
Within this hour, their plague-tormented flesh 
To rot untombed, glide by, and frown on me, 
Their slow avenger—and the chamber swarms 
With looks of Furies—yet a moment wait, 
Ye dreadful prompters! If there is a fnend, 
Whom, dying, thou wouldst greet by word or token, 
Speak thy last bidding. 

Adras. I have none on earth. 
If thou hast courage, end me! 

Ion. Not one friend ! 
Most piteous doom ! 

Adras. Art melted ? 

Ion. If 1 am, 
Hope nothing from my weakness; mortal arms, 
And eyes unseen that sleep not, gird us round, 
And we shall fall together. Be it so! 
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ION. 
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| 


' And Ton fied too! 


16 


Adras. No; strike at once; my hour is senior | Medon. Spare him, friends— 


in thee 
I recognize the minister of Jove, 
And, kneeling thus, submit me to his power. 
[Kneels. | 

Ion. Avert thy face! 

Adras. No; let me meet thy gaze; | 
For breathing pity lights thy features up | 
Into more awful likeness of a form | 
Which once shone on me, and which now mysense 
Shapes palpable—in habit of the grave, 
Inviting me to the sad realm where shades 
Of innocents, whom passionate regard 
Link’d with the guilty, are content to pace | 
With them the margin of the inky flood | 
Mournful and calm; ’tis surely there; she waves 
Her pallid hand in circle o’er thy head, 

As if to bless thee—and I bless thee too, | 

Death’s gracious angel! Do not turn away. 

Ion. Gods! to what office have ye doom’d 

me. Now! 

[fon raises his arm to stab ADRASTUS, who is 
kneeling, and gazes steadfastly upon him. The 
voice of MEDON is heard without, calling, “Ion!” 
“Ton!” Ion drops his arm. 

Adras. Be quick, or thou art lost! | 
[As Ion has again raised his arm to strike, MEDON 

rushes in behind him, c. : 

Medon. fon, forbear. 


| 


- Behold thy son, Adrastus! 


[Ion stands for a moment stupefied with horror, ' 
drops the knife, and falls senseless to the ground. | 
Adras. What strange words . 

Are these, which call my senses from the death 

They were composed to welcome ? Son! ’tis false— 

I had but one—and the deep wave rolls o’er him! | 
Medon. That wave received, instead of the fair 

nurseling, 

One of the slaves who bore him from thy sight, 

In wicked haste to slay; I’ll give thee proofs. 
Adras. Great Jove, I thank thee! raise him 

gently—proofs! | 

Are there not here the lineaments of her ; 

Who made me happy once—the voice, now still, 

That bade the, long-sealed fount of love gush out, 

While with a prince’s constancy he came 

To lay his noble lite down; and the sure, 

The dreadful proof, that he whose guileless brow 

Is instinct with her spirit, stood above me, 

Arm’d with the traitor’s deed! It is my child! 


(Ion, reviving, sinksonone knee before ADRASTTS. 
Ion. Father! [Noise without. 
Medon. The clang of arms! 

Ion. (starting up.] They come! they come! 

They who are leagued with me against thy -life— 


{ 


| Here let us fall! 


Adras. Iwill confront them yet. 
Within I have a weapon which has drunk 


_ A traitor’s blood ere now; there will I wait them; 


No power less strong than death shall part us now. 
[Exeunt ADRASTUS and ION, as into an inner 
chamber, U. E. L. 

Medon. Have mercy on him, gods, for the dear 
sake 
Of your most single-hearted worshiper ! 
Enter CTESIPHON, CASSANDER and others, L. 
Ctes. What treachery is this? the tyrant fled, | 
Comrades, stay this dotard, — 
While I search yonder chamber. 


1 


| Spare him to clasp awhile his new-found son— 


Spare him as Ivun’s father! 
Ctes. Father! yes— 

That is indeed a name to bid me spare! 

Let me but find him, gods! 

{Rushes into an inner chamber. 
Medon. (to CASSANDER and others.) Had ye 
but seen | 
What I have seen, ye would have mercy.on him. 


CRYTHES enters with SOLDIERS, R. 


Ha, soldiers! hasten to defend your master— 

That way— 

[As CRYTHES ts about to enter the inner chamber, 
U. E. L., CTESIPHON rushes from it with a bloody 
dagger, and stops them. 

Ctes. It is accomplished: the foul blot 
Is wiped away. Shade of my murdered father, © 
Look on thy son and smile! 

Cry. Whose blood is that? 
It cannot be the king’s! 

Ctes. It cannot be! 

Think’st thou, foul minion of a tyrant’s will, 

He was to crush, and thou to crawl forever ? 

Look there, and tremble! 

Cry. Wretch! thy life shall pay 

The forfeit of this deed. 

[CRYTHES and SOLDIERS setze CTESIPHON. 


Enter ADRASTUS, mortally wounded, supported 
by ION, U. E. L. 


Adras. Here let me rest ; 
In this old chamber did my life begin, 
And here Jl] end it. Crythes! thou hast timed 
Thy visit well, to bring thy soldiers hither 
To gaze upon my parting. 
Cry. To avenge thee; 
Here is the traitor! 
Adras. Set him free at once; 
Why do ye not obey me? Ctespihon, 
I gave thee cause for this; believe me now 


That thy true steel has made thy vengeance sure; 


And as we now stand equal, I will sue 

For a small boon—let me not see thee more. 
Ctes. Farewell! [Lxit R. 
Adras. [to CRYTHES and SOLDIERS.] Why do 

ye tarry here? 

Begone! still do ye hover round my couch ? 

Ifthe commandment of a dying king 

Is feeble, as a man who has embraced 

His child for the first time since infancy, 

And presently must part with him forever, 

I do adjure ve, leave us! 

[Ereunt all but ION and ADRASTUS. 

Ion. Ob, my father! 

How is it with thee now? 
Adras. Well; very well; 


Avenging Fate hath spent its utmost force 


Against ine, and 1 gaze upon my son 
With the sweet certainty that naught can part us 
Till all is quiet here. How like a dream 
Seems the succession of my regal pomps 
Since I embraced thy helplessness! To me 
The interval hath been a weary one: 
How hath it passed with thee f 
Ton. But that mv heart 


Hath sometimes ached for the sweet sense of 


kindred, 
IT had enjoved a round of happy years 
As cherish’d vouth e’er knew. 
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[Act IV, Scene 1. 
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- When thou wert strange to me, and then half- 


shown, ar ' 
Look’d sadly through the mist of guilty years, : pale sone) 
Now glimmer on me in the lovely light Enter CTESIPHON, L. 
Which at thy age they wore. Thou art all thy All hail, my brother freeman!—art not so? 
mother’s— Thy looks are haggard—is the tyrant slain ? 
Her elements of gentlest virtue cast Is liberty achieved ! 
' In mould heroical. | Ctes. The king is dead. 
Ion. Thy speech grows fainter ; This arm—I bless the righteous Furies !—slew him. 
Can I do nothing for thee ? Pho. Did Ion quail, then ? 
Adras. YeS; my son. Ctes. Ion !—clothe thy speech 
Thou art the best, the bravest, of a race In phrase more courtly; he is King of Argos, 
Of rightful monarchs ; thoumust mount the throne : Accepted as the tyrant’s son, and reigns. 
Thy ancestors have fill’d, and by great deeds Pho. It cannot be ; I can believe him born 
Efface the memory of thy fated sire, Of such high lineage; yet he will not change 
And win the blessing of the gods for men His own rich treasury of unruffied thoughts 
Stricken for him. Swear to me thou wilt do this, | For all the frigid glories that invest 
And I shall die forgiven. The loveless state in which the monarch dwells. 
Ion. I will. A terror and a slave. [Shouts again. 
Adras. Rejoice, Ctes. Dost hear that shout ? 
Sufferers of Argos !—I am growing weak, _ |’Tis raised for him !—the craven-hearted world 
And my eyes dazzle; let me rest my hands, Is ever eager thus to hail a master. 
Ere they have lost their feeling, on thy head. And patriots smite for it in vain. Our soldiers, 
So !—so!—thy hair is glossy to the touch In the gay recklessness of men who sport - 
As when I last enwreath’d its tiny curl With lite as with a plaything; citizens, 
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fon. He’s dead! and I am fatherless again. ' Pho. He shall not grant it! If my life, my | 
King did he hajl me? shall I make that word sense, 
A spell to bid old happiness awake, My heart’s affections, and my tongue’s free scope | 
Throughout the lovely land that fatherd me Wait the dominion of a mortal will, | 
In my forsaken childhood ? | What is the sound to me, whether my soul 
ee sees the knife on the ground and takes it up.' Bear “ Ion” or ‘ Adrastus” burnt within it | 
ost vain dream ! ‘As my soul’s owner? Jontyrant? No! 
. This austere monitor hath bid thee vanish |Grant me a moment’s pleading with his heart, | 


' The voice of joy ! He upward darts to seize his madden’d prey, 
Is this tny funeral wailing? Oh, my father! Shivering through the death-circle of its fear, | 
Mournful and brief will be the heritage To pause and let it scape, and thou mayst win 
Thou leavest me; yet I promised theein death = Man to forego the sparkling round of power, 
_ To grasp it, and I will embrace it now. When it floats airily within his grasp! | 
Pho. Why thus severe? Our nature’s common 
Enter AGENOR. wrongs 
Agen. Does the king live ? Affect thee not; and that which touched thee 
Jon. Alas!in me! The son nearly z 
Of him whose princely spirit is at rest, Is well avenged. | 
Claims his ancestral honors. |__Ctes. Not while the son of him 
Agen. That high thought ‘Who smote my father reigns! I little guess’d 
Anticipates the prayer of Argos, roused | Thou wouldst require a prompter to awake 


+ 
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Adras. I bless the gods | 
That they have strewn along thy humble path 


SOFHHOHHEHCEFEHESCHSHEECOCEEOS 


To sudden joy. The Sages wait without : 
To greet thee: wilt confer with them to-night, 


Delights unblamed ; and in this hour I seem Or wait the morning ? 

Even as I had lived so; and I feel | Ton. Now ; the city’s state 

That I shall live in thee, unless that curse— | Allows the past no sorrow. I attend them. 

Oh, if it should survive me! [Exeunt L. 
Ion. Think not of it; Ton ue ee 

The gods have shed such sweetness in this moment, SCENE II.—Before the Gate of the City. | 

That, howsoe’er they deal with me hereafter, PHOCION on guard. 

one noe deeunehen Bary. terme call Pho. Fool that I was to take this idle office, 


For help tostaunch thy wound; thouartstrong yet, At most inglorious distance from the scene 


ou Fs D> a ai me: inte staal be freedom’s birthplace; to endure 

. e e , 2 i i 
My strength is ebbing fast ; yet, as it leaves me, | Tneteerd by action coldly dallies with, 
The spirit of my stainless days of love | Till it begins to shiver! Long ere this, 


Awakens; and their images of joy ’ 
Which, at thy voice, started from blank oblivion, ree an eee ee fee tnd 


Of tyranny are broken. [Shouts at a distance. 


About my finger ; I did imagine then On wretched beds gaping for show ; and sages, 

Thy reign excelling mine; it is fulfill'd, Vain of a royal sophist, madly join 

And I die happy. Bless thee, King of Argos! In humble prayer that he would deign to tread 
[Dies. . Upon their necks; and he is pleased to grant it. 
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Ere half-reveal’d. Come back, thoutruantsteel; . Which has not known a selfish throb till now, 
Half of thy work the gods absolved thee from— And thou shalt see him smile this greatness from 
The rest remains! Lie there! [He conceals the | him. 

knife in his vest. Shouts heard without. - Ctes. Go teach the eagle, when in azure heaven 


* 


~ 
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ION. (Act IV, Scene 3. 
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The memory of the oath so freshly sworn, Ion. Let them abide my time— 

Or of the place assigned to thee by lot, They will not tarry long. I see thee gaze 
_ Should our first champion fail to crush the race— | With wonder on me—do my bidding now, 
Mark me !—“‘ the race” of him my arm has dealt; And trust me till to-morrow. Pray go in, 


with. The night will chill thee else. 
. Now is the time, the palace all confused, Agen. Farewell, my lord! [Erit R. 
| And the prince dizzy with strange turns of fortune,; Jon. Now all is stillness in my breast—how soon 
| To do thy part. To be displaced by more profound repose, 
Pho. Have mercy on my weakness ! In which no thread of consciousness shall live 
Tf thou hadst known this comrade of my sports, ‘To feel how calm itis! © lamp serene, 
One of the same small household whom his mirth] Do I lift up to thee undazzled eyes 
Unfailing gladden’d—if a thousand times For the last time? Shall I enjoy no more 
Thou hadst, by strong prosperity made thought- | Thy golden haziness, which seemed akin 
less, To my young fortune’s dim felicity ? 

| Touched his unfathered nature in its nerve And when it coldly shall embrace the urn 

| Of agony, and felt no chiding glance— That shall contain my ashes, will no thought 
Hadst thou beheld him overtax his strength Of all the sweet ones cherish’d by thy beams, 

' To serve the wish his genial instinct guessed, Awake to tremble with them? Vain regret! 
Till his dim smile the weariness betrayed, The pathway of my duty lies in sunlight, 
Which it would fain dissemble—hadst thou known | And I would tread it with as firm a step, 

In sickness the sweet magic of his care, Though it should terminate in cold oblivion, 


Thou couldst not ask it. Hear me, Ctesiphon! | As if Elysian pleasures at its close 

I had a deadly fever once, and slaves Gleam’d palpable to sight as things of earth. 
Fled me: he watched, and glided to my bed, Who passes there f 

And soothed my dull ear with discourse which grew | ryrer PHOCION, L. U. E.. tcho strikes at Ion with 
By nice degrees to ravishment, till pain aauaees dagger 

Seem’d an heroic sense, which made me kin 
To the great deeds he pictured, and the brood | Pho. This to the king of Argos! [ION struggles 
Of dizzy weakness flickering-through the gloom | *#h him, setzes the dagger, which he throws away. 
Of my small curtain’d prison, caught the hues Ton. I will not fall by thee, poor wavering novice 
Of beauty spangling out in glorious change, In the assassin’s trade !—thy arm is feeble. 


And it became a luxury to lie | [He confronts PHocION. 
And faintly listen. Canst thou bid me slay him?|Phocion? Was this well aim’d? thou didst not 


: : mean— 
ee deed be mine! Thow'lt a ey Pho. I meant to take thy life, urged by remem- 
Pho. Hold! pone? eee 

If by our dreadful compact he must fall, Ur yesterday © Brent VOW a3 

I will not smite him with my coward thought Jon. And couldst thou think 

Winging a distant arm; I will confront him Pa 

Armed with delicious memories of our youth, Pho. Thou 


Ion. Couldst thou believe 
That one whose nature had been arm’d to stop 
The life-blood’s current in a fellow’s veins, 
Would hesitate when gentler duty turn’d 
His steel to nearer use? To-morrow’s dawn 
Shall see me wield the sceptre of my fathers: 
Come, watch beside my throne, and, if I fail 
Aes eee In sternest duty which my country needs, 
ScENE III.—A Terrace in the Garden of the Pal- My bosom will he open to thy steel 

ace— Moonlight. As now to thy embrace! 
Enter ION and AGENOR, C eno. 2 user ine Th : 
; >” Low at thy feet, and kneeling, here receive 

Agen. Wilt thou not in to rest? Forgiveness! do not crush me with 1cure love 

Ion. My rest is here— Than lies in the word ‘“PaRpon.” 
Beneath the greatness of the heavens, which awes! Jon. And that word 
My spirit, tossed by sudden change, and torn ~—_ {I willnot speak; what have I to forgive ? 


And pierce him through them all. 
Ctes. Bo speedy, then! 
Pho. Fear not that I shall provo a laggard, 
charged 
With weight of such a p se. Fate commands, 
And I live now but to perform her bidding. 
[Exeunt CTESIPHON R., PHOCION L. 


By various passions, to repose. Yet age | A devious fancy, and a muscle raised 
Requires more genial nourishment —pray seek it, | Obedient to its impulse! Dost thou think 
I will but stay thee to inquire once more ; The tracings of a thousand kindnesses, 
If any symptom of returning health i Which taught me all I guessed of brotherhood 
Bless the wan city? Are in the rashness of a moment lost ? 
Agen. No; the perishing Pho. I cannot look upon thee: let me go 
Lift up their painful heads to bless thy name, And lose myself in darkness. 
And their eyes kindle as they utter it; Ion. Nay, old playmate, 
But still they perish. We part not thus: the duties of my state 
Ion. So !—give instant order, Will shortly end our fellowship: but spend 
The rites which shall confirm me in my throne A few short minutes with me. Dost remember 
_ Be solemnized to-morrow. How, in a night like this, we climb’d yon walls— 
' Agen. How! so soon, Two vagrant urchins, and with tremulous joy 
While the more sacred duties to the dead Skimm’d through these statue-border’d walks, that 
Remain unpaid ? gleam’d 


: 
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Act V, Soene 1.) 


In bright succession? Let us tread them now, 
- And think we are but older by a day, 
And that the pleasant walk of yester-night 
Weare to-night retracing. Come, my friend! 


So stubborn. Cheerily, my Phocion—come! 


[Exeunt R. 
ACT V. 
SCENE 1.—The Terrace of the Palace. Time, 
morning of the second day. 


Two SOLDIERS on guard. 
lst Sol. A stirring season, comrade! our new 


prince 

Has leap’d as eagerly into his seat 
; As he had languished an expectant heir, 
Weary of nature’s kindness to old age. 
He was esteem’d a modest stripling: strange 
That he should, with such reckless hurry, seize 
The gaudy shows of power ! 

2d Sol. ’Tis honest nature; 
The royal instinct was but smouldering in him, 
And now it blazes forth. I pray the gods 
He may not give us cause to mourn his sire. 

1st Sol. No more: he comes. 

Enter Ion, Cc. 

Ion. Why do ye loiter here? 
Are all the statues deck’d with festal wreaths, 
As I commanded f 

lst Sol. We have. been on guard 
Here, by Agenor’s order, sinco the nightfall. 

Ion. On guard! 

done. 

I need no guards. [Exeunt SOLDIERS. 
The awful hour draws near— 
I am composed to meet it. Phocion comes: 
He will unman me; yet he must not go, 
Thinking his presence painful. 

Enter PHOCION, L. 


Friend, good morrow ! 
Thou play’st the courtier early. 

Pho. Canst thou speak 
In that old tone of common cheerfulness 
That blithely promises delightful years, 
And hold thy mournful purpose ? 

Ion. I have drawn 
From the selectest fountain of repose 
A blessed calm: when I lay down to rest, 
I fear’d lest bright remembrances of childhood 
Should with untimely visitation mock me; 
But deep and dreamless have my slumbers been. 
If sight of thee renews the thoughts of lifo 
Too busily—lI prize the love that wakes them. 


with thee 
To grant my prayer, that thou wouldst live for 


§08, 
Not die for her; thy gracious life shall win, 
More than thy death, the favor of the gods, 
And charm the marble aspect of grim Fate 
Into a blessed change: I, who am vow’d, 
And who so late was arm’d Fate’s minister, 
Implore thee ! 

Ion. Speak to me no more of life! 

There is a dearer name I would recall— 
Thou understand’st me? 


Enter AGENOR, L. 
Agen. Thou hast forgot to name 


What, drooping yet! thou wert not wont to seem | Whom hunger palsies. It may be few else 


the To her light duties with as blithe a heart 


Well, hasten now, and see it) The pulso of hope in the most innocent soul 


Pho. Oh, cherish them, and let them plead} php. 'Tis time we seek 
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Who shall be bidden to this evening’s feast. 

Ion. The feast! most true; I had forgotten it. 
Bid whom thou wilt; but let there be large store, 
If our sad walls contain it, for the wretched 


Will tasto it with a relish. Exit AGENOR, L. 

[Ion resumes his address to PHOCION 
tinues it, broken by the interruptions wh 

I would speak 

A word of her who yester-morning rose 


and con- 
ich follow. 


As ever yot its equal beating veil’d 
In moveless alabaster; plighted now, 
In liberal hour, to one whose destiny 
Shall freeze the sources of enjoyment in it, 
And make it heavy with the life-long pang 
A widow’d spirit bears! 

Enter CLEON, L. 


Cleon. The heralds wait 
To learn the hour at which the solemn games 
Shall be proclaim’d. 

Ion. The games !—yes, I remember 
That sorrow’s darkest pageantries give place 
To youth’s robustest pastimes—Death and Life 
Embracing. At the hour of noon. 

Cleon. The wrestlers 
Pray thee to crown the victor. 

Ion. If I live, | 
Their wish shall govern me. [zit CLEON, L. 
Could I recall 
One hour, and bid thy sister think of me 
With gentle sorrow, as a playmate lost, 

| 


I should escape the guilt of having stopp’d 


That ever nassion ruffled. Do not talk 
Of me as I shall seem to thy kind thoughts, 
But barshly as thou canst; and if thou steal 
From thy rich store of popular eloquence 
Some bitter charge against the faith of kings, 
*T will be an honest treason. 
Enter CASSANDER, R. 

Cass. Pardon me 
If I entreat thee to permit a few 
Of thy once cherished friends to bid thee joy 
Of that which swells their pride. 

Ion. They’ll madden me. 
Dost thou not see me circled round with care? 
Urge me no more. [AS CASSANDER is going, 

ION leaves PHOCION, and comes to him. 
Come back, Cassander ! see 
How greatness frets the temper. | 
It may remind thee of the pleasant hours | 
That we have spent together, ere our fortunes | 
Grew separate; and with thy gracious speech | 
Excuse me to our friends. [2xit CASSANDER, R. | 


: 


Ion. Phocion ! must I to the temple ? 

Pho. There sacrificial rites must 
Before thou art enthroned. 

Ion. Then I must gaze 
On things which will arouse the struggling thoughts 
T had subdued—perchance may meet with her 


| 

perform’d 

! 

Whose name I dare not utter. I am ready. : 
| 

| 

| 


The temple. | 


{E£xeunt L. 


SCENE IT.—The Temple. 
CLEMANTHE and ABRA discovered. 
Abra. Be comforted, dear lady; he must come 
To sacrifice. 
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Clem. Recall that churlish word, 
That stubborn ‘‘ must,” that bounds my living hopes 


As with an iron circle. He must come! 
How piteous is attection’s state, that cleaves 
To such a wretched prop! I had flown to him 
Long before this, but that I feared my presence 
Might prove a burden—and he sends no word— 
No token that he thinks of me? Art sure 
That he must come? The hope has torture in it; 
_ Yet it is all my bankrupt heart hath left 
To feed upon. 
Abra. I see him now with Phocion 
Pass through the inner court. 
Clem. He will not come 
' This way, then, to the place for sacrifice. 
. I can endure no more; speed to him, Abra, 
And bid him, if he holds Clemanthe’s litc 
Worthy a minute’s loss, to seek-ine here. 
Abra. Dear lady !— a 
Clem.. Do not answer me, but run, 
Or I shali give yon crowd of sycophants 
To gaze upon my sorrow. [fxit ABRA, L. 
It is hard ; . 
Yet I must strive to bear it, and find solace 
In that high fortune which has made him strange. 
He bends this way—but slowly—mournfully. 
Oh, he is ill; how has my slander wronged him! 
Enter ION, L. 
Jon. What wouldst thou with me, lady? 
Clem. Is it so? 
' Nothing, my lord, save to implore thy pardon, 
That the departing gleams of a bright dream 
From which I scarce had waken’d, made me bold 
To crave a word with thee; but all are fled— 
And I have naught to seek. 
Ion. A goodly dream ; 
But thou art right to think it was no more, 
And study to forget it. 
Clem. To forget it? 
Indeed, my lord, I cannot wish to lose 
What, being past, is all my future hath, 
All I shall live for; do not grudge me this, 
The brief space I shall necd it. 
Ion. Speak not, fair one, 
In tone so mourntul, for it makes me feel 
Too sensibly the hapless wretch I am, 
That troubled the deep quiet of thy soul 
In that pure fountain which reflected heaven, 
For a brief taste of rapture. 
Clem. Dost thou yet 
Esteem it rapture, then? My foolish heart, 
Be still! Yet wherefore should a crown divide us? 
Oh, my dear Ion !—let me call thee so 
This once at least—it could not in my thoughts 


When, rich in spirit, thou to strangers’ eyes 
Seemed a poor toundling. 

Ion. It must separate us! 
Think it no harmless bauble, but a curse 
Will freeze the current in the veins of youth, 
And trom familiar touch of genial hand, 
From household pleasures, from sweet daily tasks, 
From airy thought, free wanderer of the heavens, 
Forever banish me! 

Clem. Thou dost accuse 
Thy state too hardly. It may give some room, 
Some little space, amid its radiant folds, 
For love to make its nest in! 

Ion. Not for me: 
My pomp must be most lonesome, far removed 
From that sweet fellowship of human kind 


\ 


Increase the distance that there was between us, | 


{Act V, Scene 2. 


-The slave rejoices in; my solemn robes 

Shall wrap me as a panoply of ice, 

And the attendants who may throng around me 
Shall want the flatteries which may basely warm 
| The sceptral thing they circle. Dark and cold 
‘Stretches the path, which, when I wear the crown, 
‘I needs must enter; the great gods forbid 

| That thou shouldst follow in it! 

Clem. Oh, unkind! 
And shall we never sée each other ? 
Ion. [after a pause.) Yes! 

|I have asked that dreadful question of the hills 

| That look eternal; of the flowing streams 

That lucid flow forever; of the stars, 

Amid whose fields of azure my raised spirit 

| Hath trod in glory: all were dumb; but now, 

, While I thus gaze upon thy living face, 

| I feel the love that kindles through its beauty 

| Can never wholly pen ; we Shall meet 

Again, Clemanthe! 
' Clem. Bless thee for that name; 
'Call me that name again! thy words sound 

strangely, 


- » Yet they breathe kindness. Shall we meet indeed? 


| Think not I would intrude upon thy cares, 
Thy councils, or thy pomps; to sit at distance, 
To weave, with the nice labor which preserves 
eee rebel pulses even, from gay threads 
Faint records of thy deeds, and sometimes catch 
The falling music of a gracious word, 
Or the stray sunshine of a smile, will be 
Comfort enough; do not deny me this; 
Or, if stern fate compel thee to deny, 
Kill me at once! 
Ion. No; thou must live, my fair one ; 
There are a thousand joyous things in life, 
Which pass unheeded in a life of joy 
As thine hath been, till breezy sorrow comes 
To ruffle it; and daily duties paid 
Hardly at first, at length will bring repose 
To the sad mind that studies to perform them. 
Thou dost not mark me. 
Clem. Oh, Ido! Ido: 
Ion. If for thy brother’s and thy father’s sake 
Thou art content to live, the healer Time 
| Will reconcile thee to the lovely things 
Of this delightful world—and if another, 
| A happier—no, I cannot bid thee love 
| Another !—I did think I could have said it, 
But ’tis in vain. 
' Clem. Thou art mine own, then, still? 
| Jon. I am thine own! thus let me clasp thee; 
nearer ! 
| Oh, joy too thrilling and too short! 


| Enter AGENOR, R. 


| Agen. My lord, 
The sacriticial rites await thy presence. 
| Jon. I come. One more embrace—the last, the 
last 
In this world! Now farewell! 

Exeunt AGENOR and Ion. 

Clem. The last embrace ! 

Then he has cast me otf! No, ’tis not so; 
‘Some mournful secret of bis fate divides us: 
V’H struggle to bear that, and snatch a comfort 
From seeing him uplifted. I will look 
Upon him on his throne; Minerva’s shrine 
| Will shelter me from vulgar gaze: Tl hasten, 
And feast my sad eyes with his greatness there! 


| [Exit R. 


——_ 
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' As I am, for the business of this hour. 


Stand forth, Agenor! Stern fate divided me, think gently of him! 
Agen. I await thy will. For ye, who saw him in his full-blown pride, 
Ion. To thee I look as to the wisest friend Knew little of affections crush’d within, 
Of this afflicted people—thou must leave er wrongs which frenzied him; yet never more 
Awhile the quiet which thy life hath earn’d, Let the great interests of the state aepend 
- Torule our Councils; fill the seats of justice Upon the thousand chances that may sway 
With good men—not so absolute in goodness A piece of human frailty! Swear to me 


t 


Act V, Scene 3.) ION: a 21 


Scenk III.—The great Square of the City; onthe Cry. I kneel to crave 
L. a throne of state prepared ; on the R. an altar ; Humbly the favor which thy sire bestow’ 
the statues decorated with garlands. 'On one who loved him well. 

Enter CTESIPHON and CASSANDER, R. U. E. Ion. I cannot thank thee, 


Ctes. Vox me no more, by telling me, Cassander, 
Of his fair speech ; I prize it at its worth: 
Thow’lt see how he will act when seated tirm 
Upon the throne the craven tyrant filld, 

Whose blood he boasts, unless some honest arm 
Should shed it first. 
Cas. Hast thou forgot the time 


But I will not forget that thou hast shared 
|The light enjoyments of a noble spirit, 

And learned the need of luxury. I grant 

! For thee and thy brave comrades, ample share 
/Of such rich treasures as my stores contain, 
,To grace thy passage to some distant land, 


Where, if an honest cause engage thy sword, | 
When thou thyself wert eager to foretell Mav clon an ’ 

: pen , ‘May glorious laurels wreath it! In our realm 
His manhood’s glory from his childish virtues ? We shall not need it longer. 


Let me not think thee one of those fond prophets, | Cry. Dost intend 


Who are well pleased still to fortell success | 
Gait romain there drcan: i ‘To banish the firm troops before whose valor 


‘Barbarian millions shrink appall’d, and leave 
Ctes. Thou dost forget ; ae 4 
What has chilled fancy and delight within me. | OU" Clty nalted to the Arst assault 
[Music ata distance. | : 


: | Ion. No, Crythes! in ourselves 
Hark! servile trumpets speak his coming—watch : 1) our own honest hearts and chainless hands 


How power will change him. [They stand aside. Wi) He our safeguard; while we seck no use 

The Procession. Enter R. U. E. MEDON, AGENOR, Of arms we would not have our children blend 
PHOCION, TIMOCLES, CLEON, SAGES and PEO- , With their first innocent wishes; while the love 
PLE—IoN last, in royal robes. He advances: Of Argos and of justice shall be one 


amidst shouts. To their young reason; while their sinews grow 
Zon. I thank you for your greeting. Shout no Firm ’midst the gladness of heroic sports— 
more, | We shall not ask, to guard our country’s peace, 


But in deep silence raise your hearts to Heaven, (One selfish passion or one venal sword. 
That it may strengthen one so young and frail _, I would not grieve thee; but thy valiant troop— 
For I esteem them valiant—must no more, 


_ Must I sit here? With luxury which suits a desperate camp, 
BMedon. Permit thy earliest friend, Infect us. See that they embark, Agenor, 
- Who has so often propp’d thy tottering steps, Ere night. — 
To lead thee to thy throne, and thus fulfil] Cry. My lord— 
His fondest vision. Ion. No more—my word hath pass’d. 


Ion. Thou art still most kind— !Medon, there is no office I can add 
Medon. Nay, do not think of me—my son! my. 
~ gon! |The shrine of Phebus, and within thy home— 


What ails thee? When thou shouldst reflect the | Thy too delightful home—befriend the stranger 


joy Asthoudidst me; theresometimes waste a thought 
Of Argos, the strange paleness of the grave On thy spoiled inmate! 
Marbles thy face. Medon. Think of thee, my lord ¢ 


Ion. Am I indeed so pale? 
It is a solemn office I assume ; 
Yet thus, with Phcebus’ blessing, I embrace it. To crave of you: whene’er I shall rejoin 

[Sits on the throne. ‘In death the father from whose heart in life 


Long shall we triumph in thy glorious reign— 


As to forget what human frailty is— 
And order my sad country. 


That ye will seek hereafter in yourselves 
The means of sovereign rule—our narrow space, 


Agen. Pardon me— So happy in its confines, so compact, 

Ion. Nay, I will promise ’tis my last request: | Necds not the magic of a single name, 
Thou never couldst deny me what I sought Which wider regions may require to draw 
In boyish wantonness, and shalt not grudge Their interests into one; but, circled thus, 
Thy wisdom to me, till our state revive Like a bless’d family, by simple laws 


From its long anguish; it will not be long ‘May tenderly be governed; all degrees 


If Heaven approve me here. Thou hast all power, | Moulded together as a single form 


Whether I live or die. Of nymph-like loveliness, which finest chords 
Agen. Die! I am old— Of sympathy pervading shall suffuse ° 
fon. Death is not jealous of thy mild decay, In times of quiet with one bloom, and fill 


Which gently wins thee his; exulting Youth ‘With one resistless impulse, if the hosts 
Provokes the ghastly monarch’s sudden stride, ,Of foreign power should threaten. Swear to me 


And makes his horrid fingers quick to clasp That ve will do this! 
His shivering prey at noontide. Let me see | Medon. Wherefore ask this now ? 
P the guard. ‘Thou shalt live long! The paleness of thy face 


That wak’st the memory of my father’s weakness ; 


To those thou hast grown old in; thou wilt guard 
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Ion. Prithee no more. Argives! I have a boon 


+ 
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QQ ION. [Act V, Scene 2. 
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| Which late appalled me, is grown radiant now, | Let me support him. Stand away! Indeed 


And thine eyes kindle with the prophecy I have best right, although ye know it not, , 

Of lustrous years. To cling to him in death. | 
_ Ion. The gods approve me, then! Ion. This is a joy ! 
| Yet will I use the function of aking, I did not hope for—this is sweet indeed! | 
| And claim obedience. Promise, if I leave Bend thine eyes on me! | 
i No issue, that the sovereign power shall live Clem. And for this it was | 

In the atfections of the general heart, Thou wouldst have weaned me from thee ¢ Couldst | 

And in the wisdom of the best. thou think | 
_ Medon and Others [kneeling.] Wo swear it! |1 would be so divorced f 
| Ion. Hear and record the oath, immortal pow-| Jon. Thou art right, Clemanthe: 

ers ! It was a shallow and an idle thought— 
Now give me leave a moment to approach ’Tis past! No show of coldness frets us now, 


That altar, unattended. (He goes to the altar. |No vain disguise, my love. Yet thou wilt think 
Gracious gods ! On that, which, when I feign’d, I truly said— 
In whose mild service my glad youth was spent, | Wilt thou not, sweet one? 

Look on me now; and if there is a Power— Clem. I will treasure all. 


_ As at this solemn time I feel there is— | Enter IRUS, L. 
Beyond ye, that hath breathed through all your Irus. I bring you glorious tidings—Ha ! no joy 
shapes ; Can enter here. 1 
The spirit of the beautiful that lives Ion. Yes—is it as I hope ? 
In earth and heaven—to ye I offer up Irus. The pestilence abates. | 


This conscious being, full of life and love, Ion. (springs on his feet.| Do ye not hear? 


For my dear country’s welfare. Let this blow = se 
End all her sorrows ! Why shout ye not ?—ye are strong—think not of 


me. 
[Stabs himself and falls. CTESIPHON rushes t0| qoarken! the curse my ancestry had spread 

| = i support him. O’er Argos is dispelled-—Agenor, give 
Ctesiphon, thou ee This gentle youth his freedom, who hath brought — 
Avenged, and wilt rek’d me: Sweet tidings that I shall not die in vain !— 

Ctes. Thou hast pluc And Medon! cherish him as thou hast one 
The poor disguise of hatred from my soul, Who, dying, blesses thee; my own Clemanthe ! 
And made me feel how shallow is the wish Let this console thee also_ Argos lives— 
Of vengeance. Could I die to save thee! The offering is accepted—all is well ! [Dies 
CLEMANTHE rushes forward. : 
| Clem. Hold! THE END. 


COSTUMES. 
ION.—First dress: Grecian shirt and toga edged with Grecian |CASSANDER.—Same as Phocion. 
border, fleshings and sandals. Second dreas: Same as Adrastus. | AGENOR.— White surplice, white robes, fieshings and sandals— 
ADRASTUS.—Grecian shirt, gold breast plate and lambrequins, | like a priest of Apollo. 


fleshings, sandals, regal robes and crown. | CLEON and TIMOCLES.—Same as Agenor. 
MEDON.—White surplice, white robes of toga form, gold bands, . IRUS.—Grecian white shirt, fleshings and sandals. 
vitta round bead with white ribbons, fleshings and sandals. SOLDIERS.—Grecian shirts, breast-plates, lambrequiu: hel ncts, ! 


CTESIPHON.—Grecian shirt, lambrequins, breast-plate, helmet, teshings and sandals. 
fleshings and sandals, CLEMANTHE.—White and gold Grecian head dress, white 
CRYTHES.—Same as Ctesiphon. dress and ribbons 


PHOCION.—Grecian shirt, white toga, fleshings and sandals. ' ABRA.—Plain Grecian dresa, 
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The tragedy of Ton was first publicly produced at the Covent Garden Theatre. on the night of Mr. Macready's benefit, th of 
May, +36. It had been printed, and privately circulated, some months before, but it was not until a London audience bad given it 
the stamp of their approbation, that an edition, large enough to supply the demand of the eet Wus issued, 

The suceess of this piece in the representation was as decked us it was remarkable and unexpected. That a play go strictly 
classical in its construction and language, 80 pervaded by the spirit of the ty EY of ancient Greece, and su destitute of those 
melodramatic coups de theatre, Which are usually considered necessary in order to ° bring down the house ’'—that such a play should 
not only charm the scholar and the man of letters in the closet. but attract. night after night, large popular audiences in the repre. 
sentation, might well have been amutter of surprise to the author and his friends, 

Not only in England, but in the United States, * Ion” continues to be one of the most attractive of stock plays. It was feared 
by those who read the piece previous to ity performance, that the character and inission of the “devoted ” hero were such as to place 
him out of the pale of the sympathies of a modern popular audience. but it isa great triumph of the author's genius, that notw ith- 
standing the formidable obstacles with which he has to contend, he has placed his tragedy prosperously upon the modern stage, so 
that it ranks not only among the most beautiful closet dramas, but the most successfal acting pes in the Enylish language. 

“The title of Ion.” says Mr. ‘Talfourd, “is borrowed from the Tragedy of Euripides. which gave the first hint of the situation in 
which its hero is introdnuced—that of a foundling youth edneated in a temple, and assisting i its services ; but otherwise there is no 
resemblince between this imperfect sketeh and that exquisite picture.” 

Of Macready’s impersonation of the hero the author says: "It was one of the most remarkable triumphs of art which has graced 
the stage of late years, Although other of his performances are abstractly greater, none, T believe, approach this as an effort of art, 
estimated with reference to the nature of the materials which he animated, to the difficulties which he subdued, and to the 

reconeeptions which he charmed away, By the graees of beautiful elocution, he beguiled the audienee to receive the drama as 
Gitungehine ton range of associations which are no longer linked with the living world, but whieh retain an undying interest of a geutler 
cust, asa thing which aight hare been—and then by his fearful power of making the fantastic real, he gradually rendered the whole 
ee ' The consequence of this extraordinary power of vivifving the frigid, and familiarizing the remote, wus to 
dissipate the fears of my friends, to render the play an object of attraction during the short remainder of the season, and to embolden 
others toatrempt the part, and encourage other audiences to approve it. even when the power which first gave it sanction was wanting.” 

In regard Yo Miss Ellen ‘Tree, who, in’ this country, ‘illustrated the hero, and made the story of his sufferings and his virtues 
familiar to trans Atlantic ears.” Mr. Talfourd says: °° Who is there who does not feel proud of the just appreciation, by the great 
American people. of one who is not only the exquisite representative of a range of delighttl characters, but of all that is most 
et une retined in womanuhvod—or fail tu cherish a wish for her fame and happiness, as if she were a particular friend or relation 
of his own?” 

The moral tone of this exquisite play is throughout vigorous and healthy. The strong anti-monarchical principles which it 
inculeates are manifest on every page, and should contribute largely to its popularity in republican America. The characters of 
Ton and Adrastus are portrayed and contrasted with a master hand; and the subordinate persons of the drama are all skillfully 
individualized, Indeed, the play promises long to retain its high place among the must canine and pertect specimens of the drama. 
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